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Little known to the student population is 
the fact that UCT owns a mountain. And that 
it’s a magnificent one at that! 

As Ikeys, we have easy access to not 
only a beautiful mountain range, but the 
spectacular Witels River - known for its 
kloofing. To have such privilege bestowed on 
one as a student must be rare, if not unique. 
Yet precious few of us (considering the 
number of students) make use of this fabulous 
opportunity. 

I see it as necessary to try to share the 
mountain experience with as many people as 
possible; necessary to get as many people 
involved as one can. Mountains have an 
ability to instill the ‘mountain spirit’ in those 
who have been exposed to them - associated 
with genuine friendship, respect and the like. 

It is this spirit of camaraderie which to a 
large extent characterises the UCT Mountain 
and Ski Club (MSC), and which has 
contributed towards the club’s strength over 
the years. 

1 see the journal as one means to share 
the mountain experience; communicate where 
possible what it is that makes mountains so 
special. Hopefully this journal does justice to 
yet another superb year of mountaineering at 
UCT. As well as to all the great people who 
have come together to make it superb: the 
MSC members. 

In this regard I have taken great lengths 
to facilitate the ’98 journal being able to 
appear on the club website. I am hoping that 
this might enable improved communication 
links and sharing with other people further 
afield, such as overseas universities. 

Strongly associated with the strength of 
the club is the fact that Cape Town itself has 
so much to offer: Within a two hundred 
kilometre radius of the city lies a network of 
mountains catering for both hikers and 
climbers alike. Not to mention the Cape 
Peninsula, which, being so close to home, 
makes the mountain experience all the more 
accessible to everyone. 

Cape Town and in particular this club 
has a lot to offer. Hopefully this journal is a 
further step towards sharing amongst 
ourselves, and the world. 


Editorial 

by Oily Leinberger 
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CHAIRPERSON’S 
REPORT ‘98 

Delivered at the UCT MSC AGM on 
Wednesday 2 September 1998 

Carrying on the high standards set by 
previous years’ MSC committees has been a 
challenge of the highest order. I can safely say 
that this year’s committee has more than 
answered the call to duty and that 
the UCT MSC continues to grow 
from strength to strength. 

Membership: At last count 
the club was 640 members strong 
which keeps us well in the league of 
the biggest active clubs on campus. 

This membership tally was thanks 
largely to a very energetic O-week 
drive. The MSC was as noticeable 
as usual thanks to Steve, Graham, 
and Mark’s effort with the climbing 
wall, as well as Graham’s “Whinny 
the Pooh goes to Waaihoek” T-shirt 
creation and Terry’s persuasion 
techniques. 

Access: Access to Zuurberg 
continues to be unresolved, 
although it has been taken out of the 
hands of the committee and is in the 
hands of the lawyers who are 
awaiting a date in court. During this year Pierre 
Floffa has been working hard on securing our 
right of way across the new road. This has been 
hampered a bit by changing legislation and fann 
owners, but the ball is rolling. 

Administration: On the admin, side, 
Graham has once again kept good control of our 
finances. Even he has not been able to spend all 
of our money this year. Rebecca has kept the 
minutes in order even if we have had more and 
longer committee meetings than usual. 

John Moss has been a great figurehead for '* 
the club and his wealth of contacts has been 
invaluable to the MSC. 


Zuurberg: Dave has kept a very watchful 
eye over the Zuurberg property. He has 
organised a number of Witels policing parties to 
check on this gem of a kloof and his efforts in 
the pine hacking department have been tireless. 
Our alien clearing campaign received a major 
boost this year when the RDP Working for 
Water program became involved in clearing of 
the Witels Basin. As you may have noticed they 
have made a serious dent into the wattles in the 
lower Witels and have begun systematically 
clearing the upper slopes of all the trees that we 

have not had the time 
or resources to get to. 

Hiking: Carel 
has out done himself 
this year with a 
wonderful menu of 
hikes for all abilities. 
If Carel is guilty of 
anything it is of 
giving people too 
many choices and 
opportunities. Every 
weekend has seen a 
number of day-walks 
going to all corners of 
the Western Cape as 
well as a number of 
very successful 
weekend trips. With 
the exception of a 
few trips that 
happened to coincide 
with test weeks, attendance has been very good 
on these trips. The greatest success was the 70 
member strong Freshers’ Country Meet onto 
Zuurberg. 

With the exception of the Giants Cup Trail, 
the Vac. meets have been very successful this 
year - with hikes going to the Augrabies Falls 
National Park, the Wild Coast, the Drakensberg 
(for both hiking and climbing) and the 
Tsitsikama Forest. 

Climbing: Mark has successfully 
organised a number of sports climbing meets 
this term, and in so doing introduced a number 
of people to the sport. He has also proved that 
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Development: 

Rinky and her team have 
completed another year of 
excellent work in getting 
the Leaf students into the 
mountains. A number of 
innovative ideas emerged 
from the dedicated team, 
including trips to the hut, 
the Postberg and other 
trails, and an Orientation 
Week questionnaire. 
Unfortunately the club, 
like South African 
Rugby, still does not 
appear to be truly 
representative of UCT. 
This is something that the 
committee and all the 
club members will need 
to address in the future. 


Skiing: This year has been another poor 
year for snow and Francois has spent 18 
frustrating months waiting for it to snow. He 
eventually gave up and returned to Switzerland 
to compete in one of the hardest alpine events in 
Europe. On returning he brought back a few 
pairs of skis, boots and even a snowboard. 
Nowall we need is some snow. 


Overseas Action: Warwick Board 
headed for Nepal earlier this year with the 
assistance of the MSC. Although his main goals 
where prevented by excessive snow and the 


The traditional Cheese and Wine and 
Barn Dance parties were thoroughly enjoyed 
by all those who attended. While attendance 
at these two parties was down on usual, the 
Cocktail Party proved to be the biggest ever. 
The combination of a strong advertising drive 
and moving the party 
closer to home resulted 
in over 200 people 
attending this event. 

Even though the bar ran 
dry at about midnight the 
party kept going well 
into the next morning. 


Socials: The beginning of the year saw a 
change in the Socials organising team. Robyn 
stepped in to join Kath when Caryn decided to 
leave us. Robyn and Kath formed a wonderful 
team which organised some spectacular socials 
this year. Dave started the year off with an 
awesome display of MSC slides and music to a 
packed Richard Luyt room. This room had to 
be used on a number of other occasions, due to 
the popularity of some of the slide shows. 


he can hike too! The UCT drill was put to 
good use at the beginning of the year by 
Jayson Orton and Mark who set up a number 
of new routes in the Western Cape, including a 
variety of easier routes. John Moss and Jayson 
are also responsible for promoting “traditional 
rock 

climbing"’ on 
TableMountai 
n. Steve has 
looked after 
the wall well 
this year, 
including the 
mammoth task 
of cleaning 
and replacing 
all the grips. 

The wall has 
been as 
popular as 
ever and 
people are 
obviously 
showing 
respect for 
other users of 
the hall, as 
there have 
been no 
complaints 
from the 
various 
martial arts 
clubs - even 
after 

Graham’s 
very 

alternative bouldering competition. 


IV 
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effects of altitude, he returned having learnt 
many valuable lessons that he will pass on to the 
other members of the club. In,addition he has 
donated two new books to the MSC library. 

Huts: Ross McDonald has kept the hut 
well stocked and tidy. He has replaced the first 
aid kit and did a bit of bandaging on the hut 
itself to solve the problems of the leaking roof. 
The hut has seen a number of club trips this 
year and I urge all members to get up there. 

We also need more people to attain their 
Waaihoek leadership as we require people to 
lead trips up in winter. The next challenge for 
his successor will be the repair of Mammacos 
hut. 

Equipment: Ianni has been very busy 
supplying everybody with the required 
equipment and ensuring that it is all in good 
working condition. He has done a great job in 
setting up the club web-page and the entire 
sportsclub server. 

Conservation: Terry has changed the 
accent on the conservation portfolio this year to 
one of more general conservation concerns. He 
has lead two unique “hikes” to the Aquarium 
and the Kirstenbosch Arboretum to promote 
conservation ideas in the club. In addition he has 
set in motion the process of getting Zuurberg 
declared a National Heritage Site and established 
contacts with a number of conservation groups. 
Pine hacking continues to be strong in the club 
thanks to the tireless efforts of Dave and a few 
dedicated members. 


and determination to make the most of your 
portfolio. I have learnt a lot this year and I know 
that the club has benefited immensely from your 
efforts. 

I would also like to thank all the members 
of the club. Without you the club would not 
exist. I can only hope that you will continue to 
be involved in all the activities of the club. It 
makes the committee’s job very rewarding to see 
people enjoying the activities that have been 
organised. 

To the new committee I wish you all the 
best. You are taking over the reigns of a truly 
fantastic club and I am sure that it will only go 
from strength to strength under your control. I 
know that you will have a very enjoyable year 
and will take the club to new heights. This year 
we were unfortunate to lose out on the “Club of 
the Year” award to the Yachting Club, but I 
suppose they had to give somebody else a 
chance. I now that at the end of 1999 the MSC 
will again be on the list of nominees and we will 
hopefully add another award to our impressive 
collection. 

I hope that you all enjoyed 1998 with the 
MSC as much as I did. The success of the club is 
driven by the members themselves and the 
enthusiasm of the committee. The future of the 
club is very bright and I urge you to put in as 
much as you hope to get out. I wish you all the 
best for a thoroughly enjoyable 1999. 

Life’s a mountain! 

James Cullis 

UCT MSC Chairman 1998 


Journal: Elijane’s journal 
masterpiece at the beginning of the year 
was a fantastic way to start. This year 
Oily has put in a great effort to collect 
articles and photos, and I am sure that 
you will agree that the quality of the 
MSC publications continues to be high. 

Conclusion: All in all I would 
like to thank the entire committee for a 
wonderful year. It has been great 
knowing that each of you has the drive 
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ZUURBERG REPORT 

by DAVE ACOTT 
Zuurberg Convenor 

For those of you who don't know, 
Zuurberg is the 8000 ha of land situated in the 
Hex River 
mountains, just 
north of Worcester. 

The MSC 
administers it on 
behalf of UCT. 

Unfortunately, all 
too few club 
members know of 
it, and even fewer 
use it. 

Cutting the 
property in half is 
the stunningly 
beautiful Witels 
Kloof, access to 
which we control. 

Bookings can be made through Sports Admin, 
and the club owes a lot to Dorothea, who runs 
the booking system. 

The season ran with few incidents, and 
the decision to reduce the frequency of parties 
entering the kloof seems to be 
paying dividends in terms of 
reduced ecological permits. 

There were four club trips, three 
of which were extremely 
successful, and one which had 
to be aborted, [see ‘Witels 
Attempt’ Ed.] 

On the western portion of 
the property, the three huts UCT owns (Pells’, 
Hoare and Mamocos) have been kept in fine 
condition by the Huts Convenor, Ross 
Macdonald. 

All major structural work on Pells’ Hut 
has been completed, with just some minor 
work needed to restore it to the glory it had 
before its roof was blown off in July 1996. 

Hoare remains in fine condition, although 
there was no skiing for a second year running. 
The dormer windows have been waterproofed; 
the fire extinguishers serviced; the Coleman 


lamps are being replaced and the hut has had 
some thorough clean-outs. 

Those of you who are snow-junkies will 
be pleased to know that the club has finally 
bought a snow-board, which is up in Hoare! 

Mamocos Hut is showing the toll of the 
elements over many years, and I believe that 
the club will have to put some 
concerted effort into it in the near 
future to preserve this valuable asset. 

As for access to Zuurberg 
from the western side (i.e. 
Vredehoek, and more importantly 
Rob Meyer), the club still hopes 
that we can arrive at a settlement 
through negotiations. But, as this 
has looked unlikely for some time, 
the case has been handed to the 
UCT lawyers, and we are waiting 
for a Supreme Court date. 

Hopefully this issue will be sorted 
out before the new millenium. 

UCT has a servitude over all 
the lower farms in the valley, and 
is busy surveying the road and making plans 
for a new Base Hut, as set out in the 
servitude. 

But perhaps the most important events 
on the Zuurberg property have been 

regarding 
conservation. 

Thanks largely 
to Terry Wilson as 
Conservation 
Convenor, we have 
continued moving 
towards having 
Zuurberg declared 

a Natural Heritage Site. 

More important is the alien vegetation 
removal program. The club has had people 
from the government's Working for Water 
program cutting pines on the property, and 
the rest of the Witels region, since January. 
This is a major boost for our program, as 
almost all large forests should be cut by the 
end of ’99. It finally looks as if we’re getting 
somewhere. 

The project is also working on the 
wattle infestations on the Ceres Mountain 
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Fynbos Reserve near Junction Pool which will 
make the final sections of the Witels more 
enjoyable. Wattles have been a problem here 
since the '60s, and this effort is much 
appreciated. 

However, a spin-off of Working for 
Water could be a commercial tourism venture 
based in Ceres, and we must be careful not to 
let the Witels become over-run. . 

In conclusion, the Zuurberg property is in 
fine condition, but just needs some loose ends 
tied up to really bring it together. This is only 
really going to happen with support from the 
club. I challenge you to get involved in the 
property. It is free, easy to get to from Cape 
Town, and beautiful beyond words! So get out 
there - it’s worth it! 


TREASURER’S 

REPORT 

by GRAHAM SHILLINGTON 
Treasurer 

This year - as the world started to look 
financially unsound: Russia in tatters; Japan 
facing continued 
depression; Southeast 
Asia not quite over its 
crisis - the Mountain 
and Ski Club remained 
as solid as ever. 

The bottom line 
was that there was 
R63,467.25 left in all 
our accounts at the end 
of August. 

Starting with our 
Special and Grant 
accounts, it is useful to 
note a few things. Administration costs were 
minimal compared with other years. Spending 
on our activities was significantly increased - 
especially our highly successful cocktail party 
where a lot of booze was consumed. 

Equipment purchased included climbing 
equipment, skis, and stoves. 


Rinky squeezed as much value out of the 
money spent on Education and Development, 
which included the cost of a hired combi to 
transport Leaf students to Waaihoek. This 
year our subsidies included the sponsorship of 
Warwick Board on an overseas climbing trip - 
a very worthwhile investment. 

We didn’t spend much of our Witels 
account this year. A road-survey was 
completed by Pierre Hoffa for significantly 
less than we had expected - thanks to Pierre. 
Then there is always the investment account... 
accumulating money as usual. 

I have been treasurer for two years, and it 
was a pleasure serving this club. 

Helicopter Insurance Policy 

Investigation of the cost of insuring 
members against accident on MSC property 
revealed that commercial cover is not feasible. 
At the committee meeting [3 August 1998] it 
was decided that a policy should be drawn up 
to protect members financially against the high 
cost of helicopter rescue, out of MSC funds. 

This document represents the first draft of 
this policy. 

What the policy covers: The policy 
covers the cost of helicopter rescue on MSC 
Zuurberg property only. It does not cover 
any medical expenses incurred by the injured 
member. 

Who is protected: The member 
seeking cover must have been a fully paid 
normal, or special MSC member on the day of 
the accident. 

Amount of cover: The injured 
member will be required to pay the first R2 
000. The MSC will pay the residual not 
exceeding RIO 000. 

The policy will only pay out R10 000 
once per year. For the case of multiple 
accidents the MSC will divide the R10 000 
evenly among all members seeking cover. 

Disclaimer: The MSC committee 
reserves the right to withhold payment of 
cover if the injured member was found 
negligent. 

This policy is subject to review on an 
annual basis, and after payment of cover. 
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Special and Grant Accounts 


31 August, 1998 


Income 

98 budget 

98 income 

Expenditure 

98 budget 

98 expenditure 

Description 



Description 



Opening bain nee | 

R 16,126.85 

R 16,126.85 

Administration 



iiipiaiiiiiiiiiii 


R 160.00 

Stationery Illlli 

R 250.00 

R 91.20 




Photocopying 

R 1,000.00 

R 310.00 

Subscriptions 



Printing - Journal 1997 

R 3,000.00 

R 3,574.48 

Climbers §§§||||| 

R 0.00 

R 80.00 

postage &7©fephdne . 

R 1,000.00 

R 185.43 

iipiliiillMgll 

R 26,300.00 

R 23,069.88 




Special 

R 800.00 

R 0.00 

Activities 




R 3,200.00 

R 3,200.00 

Entertainment 

R 1,000.00 

R 1,058.65 


R 400.00 

R 210.53 

...co< 

R 2,500.00 

R 7,140.00 




cheese&wine 

R 1,000.00 

R 380.00 




barn dance 

R 1,000.00 

R 959.78 




llliilpigllllliiilil 

R 1,000.00 

R 177.45 




climbing competition 

0 

R 735.33 





R 2,000.00 

R 4,615.00 




Photographs 

R 20.00 

R 0.00 




O-week scaffolding 

R 550.00 

R 738.17 




Consumables 

R 100.00 

R 61.04 




Assets 

Equipment 

j R 4,000.00 

R 3,841.10 




Climbing Wall 

| R 1,000.00 

R 0.00 




Periodicals 

R 350.00 

R 306.00 




Development 

Education & Developmen 

R 2,000.00 

R 3,342.00 




Bolts 

R 2,000.00 

R 1,971.37 




Subsidies 

Jufyvae 

R 2,700.00 

R 2,625.00 




Travel{byefseas) 

R 1,000.00 

R 2,000.00 




Climbing 

R 2,000.00 

R 0.00 




Other 

Re pai r&M a intaine nee 

R 570.00 

R 0.00 





R 0.00 

R 120.00 




VAT 

R 0.00 

R 7,280.12 


R 46,826.85 IR 42,847.26 Total 


R 30,040.00 

R 41,512.12 


R 16,786.85 

R 1,335.14 


Balance 
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Witels Account 31 August, 1998 


Income 



Expenditure 



Description 

98 budget 

98 income 

Description 

98 budget 

98 expenditure 

Opening Balance 

R 26,235.44 

R 26,235.44 

Administration 

R 300.00 

R 115.35 

Witeis Revenue 

R 16,500.00 

R 5,040.00 

Activities 






Entertainment 

R 500.00 

R 571.70 




Road Survey 

R 4,000.00 

R 1,726.00 




Frizes & Gifts 

R 1,000.00 

R 331.65 




Consumables 






Millpllglllll 

; r 1 , 000.00 

R 645.00 




Assets 






— Hgjl 

\ R 1,000.00 

R 611.34 




Exp. brought forward 


R 1,067.97 

Total | 

R 42,735.44 

R 31,275.44 

Total 

R 7,800.00 

R 5,069.01 




Balance 

R 34,935.44 

R 26,206.43 


Investment account 



31 August, 1998 

Income 


Expenditure 


Description 

Opening Balance 

R 30,936.38 

Description 


Interest 

R 4,989.30 




R 35,925.68 Total 

R 0.00 

Balance 

R 35,925.68 


ALL ACCOUNTS 


31 August, 1998 


Special and Grant Accounts ' 

R 1,335.14 


Witels Account 

R 26,206.43 


Investment Account 

R 35,925.68 


Grand Total 

R 63,467.25 
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DEVELOPMENT 

REPORT 

By RINKY VAMVADELIS 
Education and Development Officer 

Internal (Campus) Activities 

The Mountain and Ski Club promotes 
hiking, climbing and skiing amongst UCT 
students ranging from easy to very 
experienced grades. 

Social meetings are held each Wednesday 
evening in the Sports Centre. Sometimes an 
outside speaker 
gives a slide 
show; or 
members 
themselves share 
some of the 
details of their 
exploits. Annual 
features include 
fun events such 
as an introductory 
slide show; the 
Cheese-and-Wine 
Party; various 
quizzes;a 
photographic 
competition; the 
Barn Dance and 
the Cocktail 
Party. 

The E & D 
subcommittee 
arranged a 
questionnaire 

during O-Week. This provided some useful 
information about why students keep joining 
our club (social reasons mostly!) and what 
their needs were (more gear for hire etc.). 

The Climbs Convenor has arranged 
several climbing trips - especially for new 
climbers. The indoor climbing wall has been 
open to non-members for a nominal fee. 

Over the past year 11 UCT students 
completed the Basic Mountain Walking 
Leadership Training Program. This is a 


nationally recognised course and is endorsed 
by the Mountaineering and Development 
Trust. We will have many more aspiring 
enthusiastic leaders to take trips for the club, 
and our program can therefore be more varied 
and extensive. 

External Program 
LEAF College 

We decided to continue our involvement 
with LEAF (Leadership, Education and 
Advancement Foundation) College of 
Commerce and Engineering. This program 
was re-iniated in 1996 and is now quite well- 
established. LEAF College helps 
underprivileged black post-matric 
students to gain entry to Commerce 
and Engineering Faculties of 
universities and technikons, or 
acquire apprenticeship placements. 

The aim of this program is to 
introduce hiking (and associated 
appreciation and respect for nature) 
to a group of young people who 
were keen to participate and learn 
hiking and leadership skills. 

We scheduled 5 LEAF hikes 
for the year (two of which were 
week-end trips) and besides 
occasionally having to be 
postponed due to bad weather, they 
have been very successful. Before 
each trip a talk was held for the 
hiking club outlining the planned 
route, what to expect and the 
equipment needed. 

There have also been several 
opportunities to discuss a bit about 
the Cape history related to the area being 
visited, fauna and flora awareness, and other 
conservation issues. The students elected a 
committee whose function was to co-ordinate 
the loaning of equipment, lunch preparation 
and ensure that all the keen hikers were 
prepared for the trip. The committee has 
certainly developed leadership skills and is 
very enthusiastic. Unfortunately both 
committee and club participation in these trips 
has not been very good. 
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We intended training some of the 
students as hike leaders so that in future the 
ex-LEAF students can become involved as 
leaders for the LEAF College Hiking Club, 
and even use these skills to initiate other 
hiking programs elsewhere such as the Cape 
Technikon. 

By sending so many UCT students on the 
Mountain Leadership Course we managed to 
obtain full scholarships for four students from 
LEAF. Apparently they all enjoyed the course 
and found it very worthwhile. 

The LEAF students who come to UCT in 
the future will hopefully be more inclined to 
join our club and be actively involved in the 
trips. In this way our external development 
program will benefit our club in the future. 


Recommendations 
and Conclusions 

> Possibly repeat the O-week survey and see 
how needs have changed over the year, and 
what the UCT impression of the club is. 

> Keep in touch with the students who took 
part in the MLC (especially the Leaf students) 
and get them involved in leading hikes etc. 

> Look into other external development 
programs and see which are manageable by 
the club. And try to increase the impact we are 
making in the community so that we help out 
more than just with LEAF college. 

> Look into other external development 
programs and see which are manageable by 
the club. And try to increase the impact we are 
making in the community so that we help out 


Other options ... 

During the past year we have been 
approached to help out with other development 
programs. One of these is a Life Skills 
Development Program which is running in 


more than just with LEAF college. 

> Re-elect a small sub-committee to help run 
the activities. This has been very helpful this 
year. 

> Encourage all members of the committee 
to become involved with the external 


Mitchell’s Plain, and we have been asked to development program, 

become involved in the hiking section of it. 


We have also been approached by the MCSA The Education and Development portfolio 

to work on development programs with them has been very active this year and it has been a 

...so there is plenty of scope! very rewarding experience. 
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SOCIALS REPORT 

by ROBYN CULLIS and KATH LEVY 
Socials Convenors 

This year the Wednesday get-togethers 
continued in the strong manner that has 
become traditional. 

Attendance was 
good at most events 
with our sometimes 
having to use the 
Richard Luyt room to 
accommodate a bigger 
crowd. The year started 
well with a spectacular 
audio-visual 
introduction to the club 
presented by Dave 
Acott. Other highlights 
were presentations by 
Warwick Board about his epic to Nepal, Paul 
Macey and Warren Johnson’s three months in 
Antarctica, and Duncan Elliot’s 
climbing experiences in 
Yosemite. The Cheese and 
Wine was well attended but a 
combination of rain and 
numerous tests made the 
numbers at the Barn Dance a bit 
disappointing. Those that were 
there had a good time 
nevertheless. The annual quiz, 
this year organized by Graham 
Shillington, Steve Hancock and 
Ross McDonald, was slightly 
different to previous year’s and 
provided great entertainment 
with numerous prominent club members being 
caught in compromising positions. 

As always, undoubtedly the social 
highlight of the year was the Cocktail Party 
held on the last night of the 3 rd quarter. This 
year the aim was to make it bigger and better 
than ever before and it certainly was. Over 200 
people arrived at the VOB Hockey Club in 
Rondebosch clad appropriately to fit the theme 
of “ formal with a sense of the cosmos”. Silver 
stars, moons and glitter-adorned tuxes and 


formal dresses, not to mention numerous 
antennae - a desperate attempt to contact the 
Mother Ship? 

Dave Acott’s transformation from a dark, 
bearded Biblical-looking character to a blond 
boy that would fit into a Barbie Doll movie 
was dramatic and unexpected! The prize for 
the most dramatic entrance must go to a 
certain Mini driver who decided to drive right 
up to the front door, breaking a sprinkler in the 
process and producing a 10 metre high 
fountain. Those people who thought that it was 
part of the planned decor were most 
impressed! 

The star-attractions of the evening, the 
cocktails, were appropriately named and 
provided in large quantities by ex-barman Rod 
Hundermark, new barman Gavin Greenwood 
and numerous willing assistants. Concoctions 
like a Southern Cross, Big Bang and 
Constellation Consternation had been invented 
and carefully tested at a pre-cocktail-party 
planning meeting thoroughly enjoyed by the 
organizers! The dance floor was packed ’till 
the early hours of the morning. However the 

DJ was a 
little 

alarmed to 
find that 
his trailer 
containing 
two 

speakers 
had gone 
for a little 
walk, 
ending up 
in some, 
bushes on 

the other side of a hockey field - perhaps it had 
been abducted? 

The clean-up the next morning by bleary- 
eyed, hung-over committee members was less 
fun, but the unexpectedly large crowd, the fact 
that 200 glasses didn’t make it back alive and 
the doughnuts in the hockey field (crop-circles 
perhaps?) are surely signs of a good party. The 
1998 Cocktail Party will be remembered (by 
those who can) and provide a challenge for 
next year’s organisers to live up to. 
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December ’97 - January ’98 

Snow Limits 
in Scotland 


by Jeremy Wakeford 

My two ice picks are rammed to their hilts 
into the snow and my crampon front-points 
frantically scrabble on the icy rock. My torso is 
horizontal above the snow, head directed into 
the howling gale which does its best to fling me 
from the exposed ridge. And we’re only at the 
base of the climb - between us and the summit 
stretches another 500 vertical metres of mixed 
snow, rock, ice and turf. A great wave of cloud 
crashes over the Munro and blanks out our 
route. These Scots are crazy! 

On Boxing Day, turkey sandwiches in 
hand, I left the urban sprawl of London and 
headed northwards 
with fellow members 
of the Cambridge 
University 

Mountaineering Club 
in search of 
adventure. The next 
day we arrived in the 
Scottish town of Fort 
William, situated on 
the northwest coast of 
Scotland at the foot 
of the British Isles' 
highest peak, Ben 
Nevis, which at the 
commanding height 
of about 1300 metres 
towers over 
everything else (just). 

The nine of us stayed 
the week in the Glen 
Nevis Youth Hostel, 
which was bustling 
with hordes of soggy mountaineers of all 
nationalities and descriptions. Our mission was 
to be exposed to authentic winter 
mountaineering in a five-day course operated 
by professional guides. The three gurus (one 


for each group of three Cantabrians) appeared 
that night to dish out crucial items of 
equipment such as plastic boots, crampons, 
snow-gaiters, ice-axes and helmets. 

Before dawn the next day (ok, it was only 
8am), we piled into the van and were whisked 
off to spend the day acquiring safety skills on 
the slopes of the Ben. Not long after we began 
the walk-in, we experienced our first snow- 
shower. After an hour and a half we left the 
main track and headed up a corrie (snow-filled 
amphitheatre/gully). Some time later, we stood 
with chests heaving at the top of a frighteningly 
steep snow-slope. We proceeded to learn the 
ungainly art of self-arrest (and no, that does not 
mean handing yourself over to the police; it 
means halting a slide or tumble down a snow- 
covered mountain). Another task was to prepare 
snow-belays, which, as you might imagine, is 
pretty cold work. With these and other tasks 
accomplished, our guide rushed off in search of 
some climbable ice. A couple of minutes later 

he returned with a 
boyish grin, and we 
trudged over to a 
near-vertical pitch 
of ice-covered rock. 
Ice-climbing may 
appear mechanical 
and laborious, 
which it is 
(stabbing the ice 
with both axes and 
crampon front- 
points, moving one 
limb up at a time), 
but it is quite 
exhilarating. Sadly, 
due to weather 
conditions, that 
brief encounter was 
our only chance to 
climb on ice as 
such. After that we 
slid, trudged and 
hiked our way off the mountain as the blanket 
of darkness closed around us. 

Day two dawned with much better 
weather prospects. A frantic rush brought us to 
a ski gondola in the nick of time (saving us a 
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gruelling extra walk-in). After the ride, we 
hiked around into the next valley to the bottom 
of the day's climb: a snow/rock route up a 
ridge (grade 2/3, for those who know what that 
means). The day was crisp and mostly clear, 
the sun sparkling on the snow-caps all around 
us. My group began the climb in two roped 
pairs, the guide breaking 
trail and me leading close 
behind. A few pitches 
later we swapped leads, 
and further up still we 
changed to alpine-stlye: 
three of us roped together 
(without belays), about 6 
metres apart, the guide 
free-climbing. The 
climbing was pretty 
straight-forward, using 
one or two ice-axes but 
relying mostly on 
crampons, but included 
some really interesting 
sections on a knife-edge 
section of the ridge. Mostly I didn't pause to 
think what a fine line there was between 
maintaining grip on the mixed ground, and 
taking a long, bumpy ride down to the depths 
of the valley below. The going was a bit too 
slow for my liking (the rope was more like 
shackles than a safety-line), and as we got 
higher, menacing clouds began to roll in and 
smother the surrounding peaks. Eventually, we 
topped off just as our summit experienced 
white-out. No time to lose, we ripped off 
crampons, harnesses and helmets, coiled ropes 
and set off down the ski slope on the other 
side. Who needs skis? To speed things up we 
simply sat on our bums and slid down most of 
the way in a desperate dash to reach the 
gondola before it stopped for the day. Fortune 
prevailed, and we reached the top station just 
in time to get a greatly appreciated lift. It was 
dark before we reached the bottom. 

On the third day we rose again before the 
sun, and headed off northwards past Loch Lochy 
(someone ran out of ideas for names) for another 
mixed climb and navigation exercise. The 
weather forecast was ominous: gale-force winds 
accompanied by rain and snow on higher 


ground. Avalanche warning 4: dangerous! 
Undeterred, we set off on the walk-in through 
forest and pine plantations, admiring the 
stunning Scottish scenery as we went. 

An hour later we were again at the foot of 
a "hill", staring in disbelief at the steepness of 
the ridge and the distance to the summit. It was 


then that the wind whipped itself into a frenzy 
and the cloud closed in for the kill. Surely 
we're not going up in this weather? It's insane. 
Here goes. Another grade 2/3, the most 
technical sections were at the bottom. We 
soloed these to save time, careful not to lose 
balance for fear of being plucked off the ridge 
by the angry gale. On and on and on we 
climbed, frozen rain blasting our faces and 
numbing our fingers. Hack, hack, kick, kick. 
One limb at a time. 

Eventually we reached the summit cairn, 
once again in a total white-out. This time we 
had the added challenge of navigating our way 
off the Munro - no mean feat when the 
distinction between ground and space 
disappears in a murky swirl of snow and 
cloud. And we had to miss the cornice: a 
frozen wave on the leeward side of the peak, 
which can beguile climbers into plunging off 
the precipice into the void far below. Compass 
in hand, face lashed by driving sleet, I recalled 
(or relived?) Sir Ranulph Fienne's account of 
crossing the Antarctic. Our measured paces 
and dog-legged trajectory brought us 
(mercifully) to another cairn, from where we 
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hurriedly descended from the peak and out of 
the weather’s gnashing teeth. 

Day four had scheduled another climb, 
this time to the south in Glen Coe. The peak 
towered 800 metres above us, and again the 
weather threatened to close in. The walk-in 
turned to scrambling over broken rock until we 
arrived at the bottom of the haggard rock face 
which was to be our route. It was my lead 
again, this time more technical. Hook and 
twist the pick, trust those screeching crampon 
teeth as they bite the rock, balance delicately 
while searching for the next hold. A bit higher 
up clouds materialised from nowhere to dump 
snow all over us and blot out the rock. Stealing 
a sip of soup from the flask and a "chockie 
bar", we carried on, alpine style. 

From there it was much the same story: 
reach the summit (this time I managed a quick 
photo for the record before the white-out hit), 
pack away the climbing gear, whip out the 
compass and map, get the bearings and leave 
the peak in the grip of the gale. 

That night was New Year's Eve, so we 
trekked into town to find a watering hole. I 
decided not to join my comrades on their 
express trip to paralysis, opting rather for a 
quiet couple of pints and a relatively early 
night to save myself for the last day. The 5km 
walk back to the hostel was very pleasant as 
the starlight glinted off snowy peaks. I sank 
into a stupour of sleep while a traditional 
Scottish Ceilidh thundered down below. 

On our final day, our guides presented us 
with the option of another route or abseiling 
and rope-work. Most of us opted for the latter, 
some because of the inclement weather and 
others because of being seriously under the 
weather. I'm glad I chose not to climb, since it 
poured with rain and howled with wind the 
whole day. Instead we spent our time at a rock 
face learning how to set up belays, escape 
from belays, hoist bodies and ascend ropes by 
prussiking. All the skills you ever wanted to 
know and didn't want to have to use in practice 
if you could help it. 

And thus concluded an extremely 
worthwhile course which has laid the 
groundwork for a whole new, exciting world 
of winter mountaineering. Can’t wait for more! 



Stockists of: 

Mountain Equipment clothing 
(Goretex, Aquafleece) 
Mountain Equipment Drilite 
Goretex sleeping bags 
Terra Nova tents 
Wild Country tents, 
climbing gear 
and other extreme 
outdoor clothing 
Arriving soon: 

Salomon boots 

Find us at: 

Shop 12, Gants Plaza 
Langenegger Street 
Strand 7140 

Phone: 854-6966 
Fax: 854-6967 

Website: 

http: //explorers.cybercentre.co.za 

E-mail: 

info@explorers.cybercentre.co.za 
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January 

Witels Attempt 

AN EPIC TALE 


were the details (don't forget the Afrikaans 
ekksent): 


Thursday: Cape Town, Early morrming cloud 
and a little morming Rrrrain, 22°C. 

Paarl, Paarrtly cloudy, No Rrrrain, 25°C 
Friday: Paarl, Paarrtly cloud, No Rrrrain, 27°C 
Saturday: Paartly, Paarrtly cloudy, No 
Rrrrrrain, Paarl 30°C 

No !@#$!# nutttting about a cold front.... 


I also phone Mo Oliver to check about their 
plans coming in through Adderly street over the 
weekend, in case we decide to abort that way as 
well. No hint about a cold front there either! 

Anyway, lunch arrives, and the clouds seem 

to be lifting. So I 
convinced 
everybody to go for 
it. If only I had 
listened to Rod.... 

17h00:3 
hours later we 
arrive at the bottom 
just above barrier 
falls pool. Sensing 
trouble ahead, I 
offered to carry the 
packs of one the 
girls down the last 
section. Each said 
all is alright; I turn 
around to check on 
Tanya and 'voila' 
Broine rolls a 
somersault behind 
me, with her head 
just over the edge. I 
catapult myself past 
Tanya, grab Broine 
and with some 
struggle and effort 
managed to extract her rucksack threatening to 
pull her over the edge. 

WHEW! Visions of Cathy Mallory's fall a 
few years ago flashed by my inner screen. I put 
on her rucksack, satisfied, with my knight-in- 
shining armor gesture, only to freeze on the spot. 
Girl no.l, Tanya (only 10 meters ahead of me!), 
drifts off the path on to a steep, totally loose 


Leader: Axel Holsher 
by Axel Holsher 


Wednesday 7 Jan : 

We ascend Waaihoek late in the afternoon, 
with temperatures still quite warm on arrival (30 
Celsius) but thick dark clouds are looming 
above, cooling things down nicely later. One of 
the girls, Tanya, is quite fit but her pack is just 
too heavy (21 Kgs) for a person of her size. 
Broine is simply not used 
to climbing that steep, and 
so we take it easy and get 
to Hoare hut at about 
21H30, much to the dismay 
of the other people in the 
hut who were already fast 
asleep (ex. Hoare Hut 
builders + family + kids). 


Thursday: 

05h30: The other 
group prepares to go back 
down early. 

06h00: The rain 
comes down hard so they 
delay their descent for 
another hour. 

08h00: The rain stops, 
the other group leaves, but 
there are still thick gloomy 
clouds around. I propose 3 
plans: 1) Enter the Witels 
the next day, possibly 
coming out at Adderley; 2) 

Go home; 3) Wait ‘till 
lunch, check the weather report, descend to Disa 
Fall Camp the same day. (Since this is above all 
the swims we can always escape out backwards), 

Rod opted for option 1), but I was keen to 
do the whole Witels and being concerned about 
the speed of the group, voted for option 3, so as 
not to waste time. I walked up to the slabs and 
phoned the latest weather report by Cell: These 
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ramp, ending 3 meters further, in, you guessed it, 
30 meters of pure air. I bellowed for her to stop 
that instant and drop her body to the ground. 
Another foot further, and she would have been in 
no-man's land - the ramp was so steep and loose, 
none of us would not have been able to assist 
her. Lying on the ground and performing semi 
seal-like motions with her arms and legs, she 
managed to get back high enough for us to reach 
and pull her back up to safety. 

WHEW, WHEW....!! And all this happened 
in the space of 60 Seconds! 

So, after that little drama, the girls were no 
longer allowed to touch their rucksacks until 
right at the bottom. Needless to say we 
eventually got there in one piece. Off to Disa 
Fall campsite we go, but taking us much longer 
than expected - the high and normally dry rocks 
were all wet and slimy. It was a sign of more 
difficult times ahead. 

We make camp at Disa Falls, and after 
supper the clouds appear 
to be lifting, with the 
inky black sky oozing 
stars everywhere against 
the background theatre 
of the Witels walls. It 
was a glorious sight and 
we start dreaming of the 
sunshine the next day. 

Nonetheless, we build 
up a shelter with 3 space 
blankets supported by 
endless cords and 
shoestrings. 

Friday: 

03h00: The wind 
suddenly picks up, 
gloomy clouds appear 
out of nowhere and the 
rain drops start falling 
(on my head...)... @#$!@ weatherman. 

05h00: The rain comes blasting down full 
force. My bivvy bag, and sleeping bag start 
getting very damp, in spite of the space blankets 
hanging above us. 

08h00: The rain is blasting heavier than 
ever, my (Ventex) bivvy bag has a small pool in 
it, my sleeping bag greedily slurping it up. Two 


guys have decided to huddle under my space 
blanket, their sleeping bags providing no real 
protection in spite of the survival bags (they 
were leaking!) 

10h00: The river has doubled it's volume, 
and Disa Falls has grown 4 times its original 
size!!!; a wall of white fury swallowing up l/3rd 
of the entire Disa pool. Ripples inside it formed 
30 cm waves. 

IT'S OBVIOUSLY TIME TO GO! We 
wait for a bit of a break in the rain, and pack our 
wet stuff as fast as we can. Some had left their 
jerseys out to dry in the trees and now had just 
about no other dry clothes. Our packs probably 
weighed and extra 5-7kg. 

Ilh30: The rain is not letting up one bit, 
and it's quite a struggle to get back to Barrier 
Falls due to the treacherous rocks, heavy packs 
and deep wades with the water temperature 
suddenly noticeably cooler (thank goodness no 
swims!). It then takes us another 45 minutes just 
to get everybody and the 
packs up the first tricky 
30 meters. What a slimy 
adventure with no rope to 
assist! 

I4h00: We are 
gaining'height but the 
girls are taking strain, and 
all including myself 
notice ourselves getting 
uncomfortably cold, the 
instant we stop. Rod and I 
do not dare go faster, out 
of fear of having to stop. 
So we plod on, 
relentlessly sticking with 
the slowest member of the 
party, and yet 
encouraging everybody to 
keep on moving. While 
the air temperature 
suddenly started to decline sharply, I notice that 
the clouds above were dropping in altitude 
equally rapidly, completely obscuring the top. I 
give clear instructions to stick close together. At 
one stage I contemplate running ahead, and 
returning to carry the packs of the girls, but I was 
too concerned about leaving the group and 
getting lost in the now impenetrable fog. 



8 




UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


16h00: The temperature is dropping rapidly 
further. After 9 hours in our wet clothes and in 
non-stop rain, the wet, wind and cold is now 
getting almost unbearable 
-1 can no longer feel my 
hands and feet. What's 
more it's the first time in 
15 years that I did not 
bring my gloves - the 
irony of that nearly made 
me laugh in hysterics. To 
top it off the rain suddenly 
switches to intense hail, 
and the viz. is down to 20 
meters. Terry, and Broine 
are behind and Rod in 
front of me about 50 
meters on, threatening to 
disappear in the fog. I 
cannot see the first two of 
the party, Clement and 
Tanya, and bellow for 
Rod to call them, and stay 
within sight. We both 
shouted a few times, but 
the noise of rain and wind 
and fog just swallowed it 
whole. We still had not 
eaten anything of 
substance all that day and 
I am getting increasingly 
worried about Broine, 
who was getting slower and showing signs of 
collapse. Nonetheless her answers to my probing 
questions remained coherent and I was confident 
that she was not going hypothennic just yet. 

17h30: We reach the top of Happy hill, but 
no sign of Tanya and Clement!!. The wind and 
hail was whipping us so strongly that 
communication was virtually impossible. The 
viz. was now down to 5-10 meters and the light 
was getting very dark indeed. Frantic with 
worry, I shouted and whistled for them for about 
10 minutes, thinking they had come off the path 
somewhere below. No reply, not even a squeak. 
Rod and the others had already drifted briefly off 
the path a few times earlier, and it was clear to 
me that if we didn't get to a hut in the next hour, 
some or all of us may slip into hypothermic 
shock. 


All sorts of things went through my head: 
Should I go on a search mission for the other 
two now? Or should I call a rescue team now? 

Would I make it 
to the slabs and 
have the energy 
to place a call? 
With a sense of 
oncoming panic 
we decided to 
carry on, quietly 
praying that the 
others made it to 
Pells’. 
Desperate, I 
scanned the path 
for footprints, 
found one, 
two..hope... but 
then....nothing 
for 10 minutes. 
The last 
kilometre to 
Pells’ turned 
into a complete 
nightmare, the 
wind and hail 
threatening to 
lift us off our 
feet. Suddenly I 
was no longer 
sure we were on 
the right path anymore. We all looked at one 
another: The path looked far too steep! Did we 
drift off the path? 

Everybody agreed - something wasn't right. 
It just kept on rising, and I was having visions 
about meandering towards Mount Superior, or 
Waaihoek Kloof. 

Suddenly everything looked distorted 
through the fog - gullies looked like Canyons, 
down looked like up, backwards looked like 
forwards, and the urge to bring the out the 
compass, was suppressed by a brain that was 
showing signs of short circuiting. The wind 
alone prevented any sort of map reading 
anyway. None the less I decided not to 
backtrack, since the path looked far too solid to 
be anything but the Witels-Pells’ 
path.Eventually we reach the pool just below 
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Pells’, yes, swollen beyond all proportions, it 
still looked familiar. Still no sign of Pells’. 
Suddenly out of the darkness and gloom a black 
object...2 more meters, yes a door!! ONLY 
THEN WAS I ABSOLUTELY SURE I WAS 
AT PELLS’! I shouted to the others about 30 
meters behind me," We are here!". No sounds 
from inside, and my heart sank.... Suddenly the 
door was opened from the inside...yes, it was 
Clement and Tanya, (thank God) stripped of all 
their wet clothes, wrapped in double blankets, 
and shivering. I reprimanded them strenuously 
for disobeying and disappearing into the fog 
against my instructions. However in the back of 
my mind I knew they really had no choice and 
probably did the one right thing to fight their 
hypothermia and that's to keep on moving. My 
anger was quickly replaced by relief to see them 
cold but alright. Thirty seconds later Rod, Terry 
and Broine followed through the door, almost 
collapsing in the door frame. Terry just said: 
Another 2 minutes and. 

By now the wind was blasting so heavily I 
thought Pells’ was going to implode, the door 
thrown open a few times in spite of the weight of 
our rucksacks against it. The hut was bitterly 
cold, and I instructed everyone to strip all their 
wet clothes and wrap themselves in blankets. 

Clement had started a gas cooker, but the 
cold was threatening to choke it off at any 
moment, so it was high time to get my benzine 
cooker. Yet by now I was starting to shake so 
violently myself it took me exactly 5 minutes! to 
open my rucksack. Ignoring all safety aspects I 
just poured raw benzine over the cooker and just 
lit the fuse with the other cooker. A big WOOFF 
and my pocket rocket was on it's way, with 
flames licking the freshly veneered roof. Ohh 
glorious heat!. I think James Cullis and other 
roof builders would have skipped a few heart 
beats at the sight, but none of us really cared at 
that moment. 

18h00: After a hefty dose of hot soup, we 
all started to sound a little more intelligible and 
made plans in how to get to Hoare hut. However 
most of us were still shivering badly and 
suddenly the 10 minute walk to Hoare had to be 
planned like an expedition to Hell. While the 
wind, rain, hail, fog, and the oncoming darkness, 
was generating an orchestra of pandemonium 


outside, we prepared to get back into our wet 
clothes, and like a military precession queued in 
front of the door ready to leave on command. 

The door was flung open, 1..2..3..go. The hail 
stung our faces, legs, and the wind blew us off 
the path a few times, but we stuck close together 
to ensure that none of us got lost (what a 
thought, getting lost to Hoare hut...). 

18hl5: Hoare hut, home, safety at last. Still, 
like Pells’, the hut was bitterly cold, our breath 
forming steam everywhere. Several tea-cups 
later, an hour’s shivering sleep under blankets, 
and we finally had enough energy to get our first 
meal prepared. 

21h30: We fall asleep unceremoniously. 

The wind has dropped a bit, but the rain 
continues and 2 leaks in the hut had to be 
stopped by pots and pans. The thermometer 
outside: Min 1 Celsius, Max. 3 Celsius. 

Saturday: 

08h30:1 wake up exactly 11 hours of 
uninterrupted sleep later. Rain has stopped and 
fog is lifting. Walk outside to discover Mount 
Superior covered in large patches of snow. Even 
the grass near Hoare Hut was still full of sleet. 

09h30: Fog prevents us from taking a 
photograph of Mount Superior. 

llhOO: The clouds are definitely lifting now 
and the temperature rising rapidly to 12C. The 
snow at Mount Superiour was disappearing like 
a criminal on the run and I knew that in an hour 
or so all evidence would be gone, and nobody 
here, below or in Cape Town would even begin 
believe our drama just 15 hours earlier. 

15h00: Descending back to our cars, the 
temperature is well in its twenties, and we pick 
up a mighty sunburn. Relaxed but a bit confused 
we make our way home, and to Cape Town 
International Airport to strangle the weatherman. 
It looks like Sunday is going to be a glorious day 
and Mo, Ian, Rob and Dawn, in the Witels now, 
probably won't believe our story either. 

END OF EPIC 

The Moral of the story: Did that !$#@! 
"Paarrrtly cloudy, No Rrrrain" show us a thing 
or two! And you thought that Ventex and 
Goretex gear keeps you dry and warm! Joke of 
the decade ... ! 
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February 

Freshers’ 

COUNTRY MEET 


Leader: Dave Acott 
by Nancy Wright & Janice Roup 

The DATE : Saturday, 28 February. 

The TIME : 8am (morning) - like EARLY! 

The PLACE : Info Centre, UCT. 

The PEOPLE: Eager Beaver, Zealous Freshers. 
The DESTINATION: Gorgeous plekkie 
by the Witels, Ceres. 

The AIM: To conquer the Freshers’ Hike 
and live to tell the tale. 

The METHOD: Walk, talk, climb, party... 

The HIGHLIGHT: 8m plunge off reservoir wall. 
The HERO: Interesting combination of Superman 
and Bud Lightyear, otherwise known as Troy. 
The FEAT: He valiantly plunged 

(with a Superman towel-cape) 
into the dark, watery depth of the reservoir, 
proclaiming, at great volume 
“To infinity and beyond”. 

The ACCOMMODATION (or lack thereof): 

enough said. 

The SLEEP: HUH? 

The OPTIMIST: A certain male didn’t think 
a sleeping bag was necessary; 

“girls are bound to share”. 

Guess who got cold that night... 

The RESULT : A fantastic weekend, 
not easily forgotten... 


A definite MUST for all those future Freshers! 
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February 

Devil’s Peak 

An O-Week Amble 


Leader: David Acott 
by Anonymous 

Having just rejoined the UCT Mountain 
and Ski Club, I arrived on campus one 
morning armed with 2.5 litres of water and a 
hat. 

After searching a while, I found our 
leader, David Acott, sprawled out on a lawn. 
Apparently he was extending his nap after a 
tiring night out. This was not to deter him from 
carrying his 9 litre reserve quota of water in 
anticipation of the thirst ahead. 

We were joined by one other, 

Emile, before setting off. We left at 
quite a pace, until someone watered 
us to cairn us down. At the 
blockhouse the view began to open 
out. David pointed out Waaihoek, 
barely visible through the smog. We 
reached the knife-edge and 
overlooked First Waterfall Ravine. 

The precipice below us was quite 
impressive, as was the sight of the 
Cable Station peeping through the gap 
between the peaks. 

After crossing the nek we began 
the final stretch through a grove of Psoralea 
Pinnata. We passed an interesting overhanging 
table of rock, and scrambled up to the top. 
Finding shade amongst some boulders, we 
took out our snacks. David pointed out saddle 
face and told us some hairy climbing stories. 

On the way down he captured (on film) a 
mountain butterfly robbing nectar from a 
Crassula. After passing through an amazing 
field of Priestleyas (not in flower, unfortunately), 
we descended to the saddle, where we spotted 
a blue orchid (Herschelianthe). More botanical 
treats lay below in Newlands Ravine (in the 
form of indigenous trees), but first we stopped 
for a break below a cliff, contemplating 
potential rock climbs above us. 


All in all it was a satisfying walk. I look 
forward to repeating it. 

February - Freshers’ Week 

Little Lion’s Head 
Sundowners 


Leader: Rinky Vamvadelis 
by Rinky Vamvadelis 

Party: It sure was! (Actually there was quite a 
big bunch, I can’t remember everyone’s 
names...!) 


One stunning sunny afternoon a motley 
group of UCT students and affiliates set off to 
admire the views from atop the infamous Little 
Lion’s Head, which lies between Hout Bay 
and Llandudno Beach off the side of 
Suikerbossie. 

A short easy stroll through the bushy 
bottom sections took us up to the slight slope, 
from where we had excellent views of the 
beaches below and the slowly sinking sun. 
Onward and upward we went, reaching the 
funky section of B-grade scrambling which 
makes this hike what it is. Some charming 
young gentleman helped those in need of a 
hand (or foot?), and although there was a bit of 
a bottleneck (not as bad as the Big mama on 
full moon!) nobody minded as we soaked the 
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atmosphere in and reminisced about the 3 
month vac. 

An extended summit meeting was held 
with delegates from a good few countries 
globally. Various issues such as life, the 
universe and everything after were discussed 
over drinks (of all natures), Pringles and 
German chocolate... Oh what a life! 

We watched the spectacular glowing 
orange orbit sink into the ocean of plenty, and 
we felt like we were ready to face the year 
ahead of us. 

February 

Myburgh's 
Waterfall Ravine 


Info Centre, we drove to Suikerbossie. Pink y 
decided to do some last minute hopping in 
Hout Bay, and we eventually started 
walking. 

The contour path along the base of 
Geelklip buttress was followed, scratching and 
clawing at the legs of the hikers. And then 
some of them proceeded to get lost, having 
lost sight of the leaders. 

After rounding the temporarily displaced 
few, we headed up the ravine, grateful for the 
shade. A few Disa Uniflora were seen and the 
climbing trio left for the crags. 

The top of the ravine was reached using 
the scrambling section following the river, and 
then it was on to the summit of Judas Peak, 
where a well-earned feast was devoured. 

Hilton had brought an entire backpack 
(believing he would be going on the Freshers’ 
Country Meet), but managed to leave his pots 
behind! So no hot food or drinks. 


A good conversation ensued on the route 
Leader : Warwick Board down as we all enjoyed the sights of 

by Warwick Board Llandudno and the Karbonkelberg whilst 

watching our footing down Llandudno Ravine. 
After the group had assembled at the A very enjoyable day indeed. 
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February 

Table Mountain 
Day Hike 

Leader: Angela Dramowski 
by Blou Leask 

Taking a walk up the towering edifice of 
Table Mountain is, in my mind, a prerequisite 
for anyone within the Cape Town limits. 

For new-comers, it is an opportunity to 
fully appreciate the magnificence of this 
breathtaking landmark and, as for locals, a fine 
time to rediscover the amazing splendour of 
the city we are so privileged to call “home”. 
This was my first experience of Table 
Mountain; the memory has been embossed for 
eternity on the retina of my mind’s eye ... 
along with the dull aches of stiff muscles that 
remind me of the ordeal. 

A relatively early start for a Sunday 
morning saw a dedicated band of MSC hikers 
heading out to Kirstenbosch to begin the initial 
daunting steps up the vertical challenge of 
“Skeleton Gorge”. 

The pace was merciless and on several 
occasions my body threatened mutiny unless I 
gave up the blind ambition of conquering this 
unsympathetic landmass. But once atop the 
summit the sheer beauty of the panoramic 
view of the city and surrounds numbed the 
screeching protests of unfit limbs. 

The hike continued along the surprisingly 
uneven table-top until we eventually settled 
down for lunch on a rock overlooking 
Newlands Rugby Stadium ... I guess the guys 
were hoping to catch some of the Aussie Rules 
action from on high. Our return trip took us via 
“Cathy’s Ledge” - a “NO FEAR” route along 
an annorexically slim path that barely 
managed to keep us all on track and on the 
mountain cliff. 

The hike also gave many of us some 
mind-broadening opportunities ... English 101 
had several oxymorons to offer, Botany 200 
introduced us to “King Protea”, “Sun Dews” 
and the famous Western Province “Disas” of 


which we were fortunate enough to see blue 
and red species. Stats 100 solved the complex 
issue of energy consumption for each step up 
“Skeleton Gorge” and the corresponding 
number of Simba Chip packets that were 
needed to fuel the operation (assuming the 
joints are frictionless). 

I was almost sorry when we began our 
descent through Nursery Ravine and back 
towards Kirstenbosch where the first distant 
strains of the evening concert rose in 
crescendo with our creaking knee joints (the 
friction there was definitely an issue!) It was a 
content troop of dirty, sunburned students that 
piled back into their various vehicles and made 
tracks to UCT where we found the mountain 
we’d just conquered, aflame! 

Guess this wouldn’t be an appropriate 
time to mention that bonfire we lit during 
lunch? 


‘LOGBOOK QUOTES’ 

[ 13/12/97 - James Cullis : “I must be 
getting forgetful in my old age. I can’t 
remember how many times I’ve been up. I 
think it’s thirteen or fourteen. Had another 
lovely night ascent and full moonshine from 
Pell’s. What a magic place. You have to keep 
reminding yourself that it is not a dream ... 
See you again soon Hut.” 

7/1/98 - Margaret Murray : “Fourteen 
years and fifth ascent!” 

8/1/98 - “I Clement Whittle hereby 
declare that I must have been legally insane to 
... Ah well, but onward and downward we 


8/1/98 - “First ascent! Wow!!! What a 
walk!” 

10/1/98 - Torben Wibourg : “Wet 
Witels. Slept in the rain. Walked back in rain, 
hail, snow,... “Partly cloudy with no rain “ at 
Paarl. I now know cold. Bloody cold. Shit 
happens. Never again!!! Saw snow (in 
January?) Min.-1°C, Max 3 °C. ] 


14 



UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


March 

Oudeschip Traverse 


Leader: Ross McDonald 
by Ross McDonald 

The Planning 

The trip was extensively planned and 
exhaustively organized three hours before we 
left. The plan was to meet at the Info Centre, 
get into the cars and drive to Llandudno and 
Sandy Bay. The best plans are always the 
simple ones, I think. 


approaching expedition into unknown territory 
and the group studied the long reaches of 
brush and stone pensively. 

Getting There 

Funnily enough, the obstacles to our 
onward progression proved to be remarkably 
easy to overcome and one hour into the 
expedition we were already at that magical 
point found on any trip after which hot 
chocolate and clean clothes only get closer - 
HALF WAY. 

Being There 

Being at the halfway point involved being 



Leaving the Cars 

After negotiating a tortuous path through 
dense grass that caught your clothing at every 
turn, a strenuous trek across a stretch of flat 
and barren rock towards the unending dunes of 
Sandy Bay deposited us at the start of the walk 
proper. 


situated on a very exposed peninsula amongst 
large lichen-covered boulders and watching 
the asthmatic wind gustily blow spray from the 
tops of the waves. After seeing Dave’s camera 
attempt to be something it wasn’t [a bird] it 
was decided that it was time to leave and 
commence the last part of the expedition. 


The Beach 

The wind moaned and roared as if it was 
suffering from acute asthma. The sea 
desperately tried to look rough and mean but 
only succeeded in swishing and swashing 
benignly against the shore. The group 
gathered together on the beach under a cloud 
of despondency. Hilton had lost his Frisbee 
already. It did not bode well for the 


Going Home 

In a perverse twist of character the 
obstacles of the way from there to here 
decided to become very irritating and bloody- 
minded on the way from here to there. The 
path kept getting lost and almost fell over the 
edge of a cliff on one occasion. The path in 
the end turned out to be one of those shy kinds 
- always hiding behind bushes and between 
rocks. It was quite a job convincing it that it 
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was perfectly alright to be proud to come out 
into the open and run straight and true all the 
way home. By the time we had convinced it 
of its potential to be a path of the nicest 
possible kind we were there, and it was time 
for a lovely dip in the frigid waters of the Deep 
Atlantic. Some people in the group were so 
excited that they went in with all their clothes 
on and came out new people - all blue and 
bumpy with a funny way of talking. 

The End. 

Everybody lived happily ever after and never 
went back to Oudeschip ever. 


LOGBOOK QUOTES’ 

12/1/98 (19) - Warren Hurd : “... 
Next, remaining spaghetti and water all fall 
out. Two individuals stare at contents on 
ground, walk back inside and say nothing ... 

Person 1 : “Have a nice day.” 

Person 2 : “Sorry, I’ve made 
other plan.” 

Person 1 : “You live in a dream world.” 

Person 2 : “Yeah! Well at least 
they know me there.” 

6-7/3/98 (11) - Rod Hundermark : “Just up 
for another quickie. It’s good to be back.” 

29/3/98 - Andy’s 21 st : “P.S. Don’t start this 
hike with a hangover!” 

Ena & Bronwen : “Fantastic trip with great 
food and booze. The above-mentioned port 
and Amarula, coffee liquer, gluwein, Archers, 
brandy etc. ... went down very well with 
muscles and crackers. Our first time up - but 
not the last!” 

Rod Finn (13): “Superb weekend with a 
great bunch of people. Twenty-seven people in 
a little hut on top of the mountain with a mind- 
boggling array of beverages leads to quite a 
party! 

Oh, ... How do you get someone to give you 
permission to break an egg over their head? 
...Ask Ena!” again. 


March 

Genadendal 

WEEKEND HIKE 


Leader: Carel Haumann 
by Carel Haumann 

Group : 12 MSC members whose names have 
been lost in time ... 

I had heard many things about the 
Genadendal Trail beforehand. A great 
mountaineer who I have vast amounts of 
respect for told me "it is very tough". 

So I decided, even though I had not done 
the trail before, that the grade was going to be 
"difficult". The result? Well, the group left me 
in a cloud of dust on the first hill of the first 
day. It was a truly elite group, overqualified in 
body and spirit for such a trail. In addition we 
arrived at the hut at something like 2pm. 

Completely inappropriate.! The lunch pool 

was beautiful. 

Two individuals decided that they had to 
spend the night as true "mountain men". They 
walked off into the distance with their 
mattresses to sleep on and their pants as 
clothing. We had a nice braai but felt a little 
bit overpopulated. 

The following morning the group got off 
to an early start. The mountain men were not 
to be found so I waited around for them to 
appear from their mini-expedition. Eventually 
they did, and after the two individuals 
consumed an eat-your-heart-out breakfast we 
set out with the mission-impossible of catching 
up to the group. 

Surprisingly we managed to catch up 
sooner than I thought we would. Perhaps the 
group had lost motivation .. ? 

Well, the great big happy family 
eventually reached the start (which happens to 
be the end as well) at the quaint town of 
Genadendal. 

We viewed the historic sites and then set 
out for a marvelous journey back home 
along the golden highway to paradise: the 
N2. 
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Insight 

Table Mountain 

Something Old, Something New 


By John Moss 

Table Mountain has lots to offer and it is 
right in our back garden! There are more than 
500 different ways up the mountain. Some are 


easy walking paths, some are scrambles or 
easy rock climbs and others are long, steep and 
difficult rock climbs. However, all these many 
ways up the Mountain have something in 
common - most of them are good and 
worthwhile experiences! 

This is an account of two Table Mountain 
climbs: an ascent of RIGHT FACE (D/E) 
during the President’s Rock Meet on the 22 nd 
March 1998, and the opening ascent of 
QUICKSILVER (F2) on the Eastern Table, 
first climbed by Chris Harris and John Moss 
on the 31 st May 1998. 


climbed on the right half of the mountain. It 
was then, and still is, rated an excellent route. 
It is a traditional climb, where all protection 
and belays have to be placed by the climber - 
and removed again! There are no fixed bolts 
or pegs - nothing is left in place! 

The day of the ascent dawned, we met at 
the UCT Information Centre at 8 a.m. It was a 
good Cape late summer’s day with a strong 
South Easter already blowing. Our party 
consisted of twelve and myself, and the 

climbing 

experience ranged 
from lots to none! 
Right Face was 
the right route for 
this party, I 
thought. 

We headed 
up Africa Ravine 
and followed this 
to the start of the 
final buttress of 
RIGHT FACE. 
The wind was 
now howling in our exposed position, but we 
were just out of the cloud that boils down the 
mountain like an avalanche when the South 
Easter blows. Hopefully the cloud would keep 

its distance, 
otherwise we 
would get just 
too cool. 

Above us 
lay the eleven 
pitches of the 
climb. We all 
roped up and 
started. We 
took the 
traditional 
route up and 
enjoyed every 
crack and face 
of the varied 
climb. The 


company was 
good and the position was outstanding. Some 
of the party climbed harder variations of some 
of the pitches to add a bit more excitement. 


Right Face (D/E) 

When the 1998 President’s Rock Meet 
came around, I chose Right Face as the climb. 
Partly because it is a classic route that takes a 
direct line up the front of Table Mountain, but 
also because it is not too technically difficult 
and therefore suitable for a large party with a 
range of climbing experience. 

Right Face was first climbed in 1895 by J 
Searle and party. It was the first route to be 
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Quicksilver Ri 2 M Face 



The final pitch lead 
up onto the Table top. 

What a great sense of 
achievement! 

For many this 
was their first Trad 
Climb - and it was a 
real Adventure - a 
great mountain experience. Something that 
you don’t experience with sport climbing - as 
the great ex-UCT climber Andy de Klerk once 
said to me “Sport climbing has no soul”. But 
Adventure climbing sure does! 

Since we were now so cool on the top, we 
scurried across the Table to the cafe at the 
upper cable station and managed to squeeze 
delicious hot chocolates all round, out of them. 
The cableway was not running because of the 
gale-force South Easter, so we descended by 
India Venster and then down to civilization 
and a well-earned drink. It was a great trip, 
enjoyed by all. 

Quicksilver (F2) 

The second climb had several things in 
common with the first one I described. Firstly, 
there was no gear in place - but that as 
because the climb had not been done before! 
Secondly, the gale-force South Easter was still 
blowing! 

Chris Harris and I left the Tafelberg Road 
early in the morning on a beautiful clear 
morning. We hiked up towards the Saddle 
between Devil’s Peak and Table Mountain. 

We had carefully examined the steep rock to 
the right of Saddle Overhang and reckoned 
that there was room for a new climb. We off¬ 
loaded the gear at the foot of a gray arete - just 
to the right of an obvious smooth gray slab. 
The climbing was steep and exposed, 
particularly near the top where the wind tried 
to blow us off the rock - it didn’t manage to! 
There were about five pitches of F1/F2 
climbing - very enjoyable. 

We called the new climb Quicksilver, partly 
because it was next to Silverstream ravine, 
partly because we got up it quickly, and also 
because I had just bought a sailing dinghy 
called Quicksilver. It seemed like a good 


name. We both enjoyed the climb - it was 
another good adventure climb on Table 
Mountain.History 

History 

A Hut on Waaihoek 
Peak 

The story of Its Erection 

[An edited version of the article 
by R. W. Watson in the 
1938 MCSA Journal No. 41] 


edited by Oily Leinberger 

One wintry weekend in August 1936, Mr 
Eddie Pells, President of the University 
Mountain Club, made a hurried visit to 
Waaihoek Peak to test out ski-ing possibilities, 
and returned full of a fantastic new plan to 
erect a snow-hut there to enable the UCT Club 
to indulge in winter sports. 

The students were to build the hut, and 
the University to supply the funds. Six months 
would suffice to see the whole thing through, 
and by the winter of 1937 a regular school of 
‘Varsity ski-ers would be established at 
Waaihoek which would rival, if not surpass, 
the Ski Club of South Africa on Matroosberg. 
In any case Waaihoek was only two-and-a-half 
hours’ run by car from town - almost 40 miles 
nearer than Matroosberg. 

The committee of the UCTMC accepted 
the idea unconditionally, and much support 
was offered by club members. The news 
spread rapidly and even the Cape Times got 
hold of the story. It was generally thought that 
the hut would be built in the long (Christmas) 
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vacation. Meanwhile the lecturer in 
architecture, Mr C. Roxburgh (‘Roxy’), also a 
club member, was prevailed upon to design the 
hut. Now Mr Roxburgh is a man possessed of 
a keen sense of responsibility, and having 
designed the hut, felt bound personally to see 
the job through by being present at and 
actually supervising the hut-building. 

... But the students, who had promised so 
much, were slow in offering their services. 

And during the long vacation, student- 
members who had previously found the 
holiday so dull, hastily procured jobs, 
imaginary or otherwise, to escape the perils 
and hardships of a South African ‘labour 
camp’. 

Thus during the long vacation of 1936-37 
only three small parties visited the hut¬ 
building site,... So by February, 1937, the 
walls stood only one foot six inches high. ... 

Most of the building was done during the 
mid-term vacation (April-May) of 1937 and 
1938. At times students were really 
enthusiastic, but it was difficult to sustain their 
interest. The girls joined in too and for a time 
almost rivalled the men. It was indeed an eye- 
opener to see the girls slogging up ‘Easy 
Gullies’ with tremendous packs on their backs, 
scorning the recognised halts at ‘Agony Rock’, 
‘Hope Valley’ and ‘Ferny Rest’. 

But it was the staff who formed the 
backbone of these labour camps. ... And so 
gradually throughout 1937 the hut-walls grew. 
Progress was discouragingly slow, but towards 
the end of the year hope began to replace the 
dull despair which everyone except Eddie 
appeared to feel, as the wall rose from the 
meagre one foot six to over six feet. 


It is perhaps only right to mention that 
the sudden rapidity of progress was made 
when Roxy was forcibly detained at home. 
The hitherto pent-up forces in Eddie were 
now released. He immediately organised a 
‘mud-slinging squad’ - the pressure on the 
‘daga (clay) mixers’ was terrific - and the 
wall, although severely frowned upon by the 
hypercritical, rose visibly. Thus Roxy was 
faced with the now well-known fait 
accompli. 

The method was employed later in the 
laying of the wooden floor last April. Eddie 
collected a band of loyal supporters, made a 
surprise attack on Waaihoek, and within half- 
a-day the floor was laid. Whether right or 
wrong the result of this Nazi method is that the 
students were able to withstand the severest 
blizzard known to Waaihoek hut-builders with 
a roof above their heads and a dry floor to 
sleep on. 

The greatest tragedy so far has been the 
weather. The snow season of 1937 was poor 
by comparison with the others - 1938 brought 
us hardly any winter at all. As late as 
September, about a dozen members took 
advantage of a fairly heavy fall to make the 
trip to Waaihoek, but the snow fell on warm 
ground and the following days were very hot, 
so that the snow soon melted. Yet, with less 
than a foot of snow, continuous ski-ing was 
obtained from the summit of Waaihoek to the 
hut - a distance of well over a mile. 

Just after a good fall, the snow covers a 
large area of Waaihoek from 2 to 4 feet deep. 
If one makes the trip immediately, fine skiing 
can be enjoyed to make winter sports 
something really worthwhile in South Africa. 



UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


March 

Kalk Bay Rambles 

with LEAF 


Leader: Rinky Vamvadelis 
by Rinky Vamvadelis 

Party: Rinky, Anna Frost, Reiner Lehr and 20 
enthusiastic Leaf College students. 

The group set off at the respectable hour 
of 9 am on a train bound for Kalk Bay. We had 
a very entertaining ride on the train, learning 
new forms of traditional dance and toyi-toyis 
... so much so that the train security had to 
come and tell us to keep orderly! Hee hee, if 
only they knew what intercultural exchanges 
were in progress. 

After the train ride we headed up the 
stairway (to heaven?) which took us to Boyes’ 
Drive and the real start of our day trip. The 
path was nice and meandering, and the mood 
was mellow. We could see great views across 
False Bay from up there and this inspired all 
kinds of singing from the very energetic group. 
1 can now .say 1 can sing the whole of 
Shosholoza! © 

We winded our way up Echo Valley, 
which is nestled 
between two 
spurs. There are 
some 

magnificent 
boulders which 
were tackled by 
the more 
adventurous 
hikers ... and 
best of all, the 
valley was a 
wonderful spot 
for creating the 
wierdest echos, 
hence its name! 

The 

Amphitheatre is 
also a must-visit 
spot - it looks 


like it has been designed for outdoor concerts. 
Maybe it has? 

Lunch was enjoyed while basking in the 
autumn sun on top of the Cave Peak. From 
here one could enjoy the views across the 
lower section of the Peninsula, taking in both 
oceans across the breadth of the landscape. 
Unfortunately none of the caves was 
negotiated on this trip, but we hope to come 
again to explore the other wonders of the area. 

On our way home, it was decided to 
linger at St James beach for a short break. 
Some swam, others lurked around - but it was 
a great way to end a really mellow day - before 
catching the train home again. 

August 

Postberg Trail 

with LEAF 


Leader: Rod Finn 
by Author? 

Party: Rod, Rinky, Luke, Clyde, Sam, 

Gladwin and Michael 

Had such a great time that they forgot to 
write me an article ...! [Ed.] 
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March 

Simonstown 


By : Ruth Woudstra & Sahara Vardya 

THE CHIEF: Captain James Cullis 
MEETS: Armed Civilians (arms: water, food, 
and grandaddy's walking stick) 

Before being recruited at Captain Cullis' 
house, the civilians were forced to make 
contact with a stoned dog called Just Nuisance, 
in Simonstown. The recruits then had to play 
either "let's drop the car off' or a basic game 


of table tennis. 

The march began at 9:30 
sharp (Cape Town time, which 
meant that it became 10:30 sharp). 
The march was uphill with a 
psychologically challenging 
increase in gradient. The only 
consolation was the breathtaking 
view of False Bay. There were 
numerous hallucinations where 
jumping into the "cool" sea water 
was imagined (not likely). 
However, the recruits marched to the top of 
the hill (oops.big mountain). Then we ate. 

Flatness of the gradient followed as our 
enthusiasm grew and the journey became 
melodious. Our vocal cords were inspired by 
the view of two oceans meeting. Downhill was 
a cruise although the people lost in the bushes 
didn't think so. They didn't think the view was 
too great either. 

The hike was ultra cool but we would like 
to mention that our chiefs definition of 
moderate was not to be trusted. Thanks to our 
fellow recruits and captain - without your 
support, it would have been “mission 
impossible”. 
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UNION 


Pioneers of outdoor adventure! 


If you're looking fora knife 
you will find Leatheman, 
L Columbia and 

^ Victorinox which 
vv//y 


x essential 
companions 
on any of your 
outdoor excursions. 

from R19 - R855 


range of Rocky, 
Boatsider, Caterpillar, Merrell 
& Biotribe sandals which are 
dough and practically designed 
f to handle all rugged outdoor 
adventures, from R45 - R439 


We stock a variety of pf 
torches and lamps. 

With brands such as j 
Coleman, Petzl, j 
Rayovac and 
Maglite, you will find j 
a tough and reliable \ 
light for you next 
adventure. Prices 
range from R20-R329 j 


it a light 
hike or a heavy 
terrain expedition, we have 

I ihiking boots which are 
designed to go anywhere. 
jBrands such as Crispi, Hitec, 
Merrell and Trailbuster are 
specifically designed as tough 
adventure boots. Prices range 
from R259 - R895 


Our range of Daypacks 
are from leading brands 
such as Karrimor, 
Outdoor, Backpacker 
and the K-way Technical 
range. Perfect for day 
hikes of beach 
excursions. 


Our KANay Technical range % of 

tents are all designed as ;> 

lightweight hiking tents. They 
have a breathable nylon inner tent 
with seam-sealed, 100% waterproof 
groundsheet. They also have fibreglass tent 
poles. Sizes range from 2-man through to 4-man 
hiking tents. Priced from R395 - R625 


Our range of Backpacks also include 
Vaude, Karrimor, Outdoor, Backpacker 
and the K-way Technical range. Our 
travel packs are practically designed 
for maximum comfort & easy l 
transportation with care taken on J 
perfect balance of J 
weight distribution. I 
j, Some have padded 1 

l|l backs and waist j 

added comfort. 
Prices range from 
R110 to R825 


SINCE 1933 


We stock a range of 
sleeping bags including 
Hollowfibre, Thinsulate and Down 
Bags. We also stock the lightest 
sleeping bag on the market, our K- 
Way Technical Lite Lynx Thinsulate® 
Sleeping Bag, weighing under 1 Kg. 
For leading brands our prices range 
from R159 - R1395 


I TYGER VALLEY SOMERSET MALL CAPETOWN V&A WATERFRONT GARDENS BLUE ROUTE N1 CITY SUN GALLERY CAVENDISH 
914-1441 852-7121 464-5800 419-0019 461-3797 75-8470 595-1220 23-2095 64-2148 

www.capeunionmart.com 
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March 

Buffelshoek 

HEX RIVER MOUNTAINS 
“The Dome of Dreams” 

Leader: Andrew Lewis 
by Carel Haumann 

Group: Andrew Lewis, David Barnes, Carel 
Haumann 

Andrew and I arrived in Ceres on 
Saturday morning after overcoming what 
seemed like an infinite sea of insurmountable 
obstacles. In fact most hikes (especially MSC 
ones) seemed to be plagued by such hurdles. 

We met David and set off to wards 
Studam (the starting point of the infamous 
Freshers Country Meet). However, instead of 
heading up the wide and well-trodden path 
leading towards the Freshers' campsite we 
took the road less travelled: the non-existent 
path going off towards Milner Vlakte. 

Andrew had various notions about 
avoiding the bush. Eventually, we found 
ourselves in a little gully that breaks through 
the rock band onto Milner Vlakte. Andrew 
opted for the 'direct line' through the thickest 
part of the bush. David took the cowardly 
approach of skirting the persistent bulldozing 
efforts of Andrew in the bush and I followed 
suit. 

Milner Vlakte is a heavenly place. Soft 
green restios billowing in an irresolute wind, 
shadows from clouds overhead playing across 
the landscape and absolute unbroken silence. 
Not a human creation in sight. Pure 
unadulterated nature. We reached the 
campsite and settled down for a good night’s 
sleep. The weather was looming in the sky 
overhead, threatening, and whispering tales of 
destruction and tension mounted for the day 
to come. 

Dawn erupted with a pink sky streaked 
with cirrus cloud. Dark clouds were hovering 
in the distance, ready to join an advancing 
cold front. It never came. 


From the campsite we went up to Second 
Ridge Peak and then descended on the 
Worcester side towards the mighty 
Buffelshoek Dome which floats in 
Buffelshoek Kloof like a prehistoric animal. 

Eventually we were poised on the 
famous knife-edge which connects the dome 
to the rest of the mountain range. 

From there we had to abseil twenty 
metres. The situation was immensely 
spectacular. I felt fear rising like a dark tide 
inside myself. Andrew and David were pretty 
anxious as well. 

By then the clouds had retreated but the 
wind was tearing at us. Scuttle, scramble, 
clamber, heave ... and we were on the 
summit. 

Fear had given way to elation, a 
malicious gale to a rejoicing breath of 
mountain air. The whole of the Hex was 
stretched out before us. 

And then followed the inevitable jumar 
back up the abseil rope, a long walk back to 
the cars, and an even longer drive back home. 
Only the memory of the ‘Dome of Dreams’ 
remain, forever... 


‘LOGBOOK QUOTES’ 

27-29/3/98 - Dave Acott: “Huge pack- 
weight on Friday. Huge party on Saturday. 
Huge hangover on Sunday.” 

10/4/98 - Graeme Greenwood : “Superb 
job on Pell’s. To those concerned, my 
admiration to you all.” 

2/5/98 - Wendy McKeag : “It’s good to 
be back after about four years! We’ve 
discovered a new rat repellant... Death by 
Ringsting ... thanks to Sandy and Wendy’s 
Chalalaka Curry.” 

24/3/98 - Kath Levy (3): “Toadily 
Awesome! Had a superb weekend, amazing 
food and cool people. Good to be back in 
such a beautiful place.” 
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Easter Vac 

Cedarberg 

CLIMBING TRIP 


by Mark Johnston 



The aim of the trip was to do some 
serious trad, climbing at Wolfberg. At least 
that’s what Garron, Carel, Matthee and Jason 
thought. The aim of the trip, according to 
Mark and Gordon, was to indulge in 
excessive amounts of sleep, interspersed by 
bouts of chocolate bingeing and the 
occasional scramble up rock. 

And so the trend for the holiday was set. 
Every morning, Jason, Garron, Carel and 
Matthee would be off early -leaving the 
other two fast asleep in their tent. Much later 
in the day, the latter two would surface and 
eventually begin the slog up to the climbs. 
Not surprisingly, because they chose the 
hottest time of day to walk, they moaned 
excessively about the pain and suffering they 
had to endure. 

A day that will be remembered by all on 
the trip is the infamous Alone In Space (22/ 
G3) epic. This route is quite a serious 
undertaking, and requires a fair amount of 
experience and a head for exposure and 
runouts. It’s also a good idea to start 
climbing early in the day because the route is 
long and technical and usually takes most of 
the day to complete. 

Mark reckoned he had the experience 
and daring for the route, but not surprisingly 
he and Gordon overslept and were only on 
the rock by lunchtime. At first the pair 


climbed well, moving quickly up to the crux 
pitch, where they were delayed because, not 
surprisingly, it was hard. 

The crux is graded 22 (G3) and involves 
underclinging or handjamming one’s way 
along an overhanging crack with no grip - 
only to find oneself over a roof desperately 
searching for gear but greeted only by a 
rusty bent piton. Mark attempted it and was 
spat out unceremoniously. 

After a short breather, he attempted it 
again and with much huffing and puffing 
was through. Gordon followed without too 
much of a problem. 

But now the pair was faced by an even 
more daunting pitch - the grade 17 chimney. 
By far the easiest pitch on the route, it poses 
no problem to those who are comfortable 
chimneying. Mark and Gordon, however, did 
not fall into this category. It took Mark about 



half an hour just plucking up the courage to 
commit to the pitch, and probably just as 
long whimpering and whining his way up. 
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By now the 
sun was low, and 
several more 
pitches of hard 
climbing still lay 
ahead. So the 
team decided to 
abandon the 
climb and try to 
escape by an 
easier route off to 
the left. They 
found themselves 
on Celestial 
Journey, another 
Wolfberg 
testpiece, and 
soon ran into 
difficulties. 

To make 
matters worse, a 
flexifriend 
became stuck in a 
crack, and would 
not budge despite 
much pulling and 
prodding. 

It was now 
dark, and neither 
Mark nor Gordon 
was prepared to 
onsight the 
Celestial Journey 
crux pitch that 
would lead the 
pair to the top of 
the cliff. Instead, 

Mark found a 
dassie traverse 
which lead them 
to some easier 
climbing and the 
top. 

After the Easter weekend, Jason, Garron, 
Carel and Matthee went back to Cape Town, 
while Gordon and Mark moved on to 
Kromrivier where they joined Corne van Dyk 
and Neil Wilson, who were spending a couple 
of days enjoying the sportclimbing at nearby 
Truitjieskraal.The climbing was excellent, and 


it was nice to have the security of bolts after 
the eyeball-popping runouts on Wolfberg. 

The rest of the stay was pretty uneventful, 
although Mark somehow managed to irritate 
Mrs Nieuwoudt again (She’s never forgiven 
him after he climbed the Maltese Cross), and 
she now refers to him simply as “ that 
Johnston boy”. 
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Insight 

Energy Crisis 
Revisited 

A personal account of the climbing 


by Mark Johnston 

Wolfberg has a special place in my heart. I 
first hiked here with my father as a young boy, 
but it was after becoming a climber that the area 
really became special. 

This huge amphitheatre hewn out of solid 
red sandstone first caught the attention of 
climbers during the Seventies, and now boasts 
some of the finest rock climbs in the Cape. It is 
well known for such classics as Energy Crisis 
(20), Celestial Journey (22), and Alone in 
Space (22), routes which when opened where at 
the forefront of hard climbing. Today they are 
still considered serious undertakings, and 
leading these climbs has been a goal of mine 
since I started climbing. 

Leading Energy Crisis was a mind- 
blowing experience. I was 18 at the time, 
having just matriculated. Looking back, it was 
a really bold move. I don’t think I’d even 
climbed the grade on sport routes. 

The route ascends the prominent buttress 
to the left of the main crack. It starts with the 
crux pitch, an awesome layback crack, which 
tests the climber’s mental strength just as much 
as his physical strength. Several more pitches 
take one through a system of cracks, traverses 
and overhangs before topping out with 


breathtaking views of the whole Cedarberg 
spread out below you. 

It was now over a year since I’d first 
climbed the route, and I was now considerably 
stronger and more experienced. In fact, I’d even 
soloed this grade and harder. Yet as I stood 
below the route, the old feelings of fear and 
awe filled me once again, and I knew that this 
was a route that must be treated with respect: 

I chalk my hands up and begin climbing. 
The first couple of moves are awkward and 
involve squirming one’s way into the bowels of 
the crack. Climbing higher, I find a place to 
catch my breath and place some gear. It’s 
imperative that one places solid gear before the 
layback crack, because once one is committed 
to the crack, it’s very difficult to hang around 
looking for a place to put protection. 

I’m now directly below the layback crack. 

I focus my mind on the moves that lie ahead. 
Once positioned in the layback I know what I 
must do: no hanging around - just go for it - 
keep moving until you reach the top. I check 
my gear once more. It looks solid, but I remind 
myself that falling is not an option. 

Slowly I ease my body into the layback 
position: arms straight, legs offering resistance. 
My mind adjusts itself to the new scenario, and 
like a virtual reality game it sucks me into a 
completely heightened sense of being. I’m so 
focused now I can barely hear the cries of 
encouragement from below. This is it! 

I begin moving up the crack. I move 
quickly but carefully. No wild thrashing, no 
desperate lunges. This is about control. Deep 
breathing and careful controlled moves see me 
past the most challenging section. The technical 
difficulty of the crack eases, but I remain 
focused. Many a climber has climbed past the 
hard section only to lose concentration and slip 
of the last few metres. 

I’m now in a position to stop and place 
gear, but I decide to move on and just go for the 
top. And suddenly I’m there. Panting, I haul 
myself over the lip and collapse in a heap on 
the ledge. I know I’ve pushed my body and my 
mind, and I feel tired yet exhilarated. 

With the pressure now gone, my mind now 
relaxes its focus and a flood of emotions and 
adrenaline now surges through me. 


26 



UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


I can feel my 
heart thrashing 
about inside my 
heaving chest, and I 
can hear the knock 
of the blood surging 
through my temple. 

In a surge of 
emotion I release a 
roar which seems to 
echo around me for 
several seconds. 


My best sports 
climbing crags: 

Cape Peninsula 

- the Mine 

- the Hole 

- Silvermine 

At Montagu 

- Heaven 

- the Vision 

- Far Side 

- Legoland 

In the Cedarberg 

- Rocklands 

- Kromrivier 

My favourite 
traditional climbing 
venues: 

Fountain Ledge 
on TM 

Lion's Head Granite 
Hellfire 

(near Du Toit’s) 
Lost World Crag 
(Montagu) 
Cedarberg: 

- Wolfberg 

- Tafelberg 

- Krakadouw. 
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HUM 

figures that calm 
the inner self 

Think of a ropes sheath as its 
body and the core as its soul. 
Beal's Compact Process actually 
binds the rope's sheath and core 
together. By having the rope's 
"body and soul" now working 
together, Beal has been able to 
lower impact forces, increase 
longevity, reduce weight, and 
improve handling. In fact, a 
glance at the numbers below 
reveals that Beal ropes set the 
standard in all off these areas. 

Single rope Top Gun 

Diameter 10.5 

Impact Force 680 dofl 

Weight per Metre 69 g 

Number of UIAA Falls 12 

Sheath Slippage in UIAA test 0 mm 
Rope middle marker Block limit 


Now available at all leading climbing 
outlets including: Camping & Outdoor 
(Durban); Orca Industries (Cape Town); 
Bush & Bundu (Pmb); Nthaba 
Mountaineering (Pta) and Drifters (Jhb) 
Exclusively ditributed by Ram 
Mountaineering, Tel: (021) 61 9604 


e compact Process opens your mine/ to serem 
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Easter Vac 

Klipspringer Trail 


Leader: Ianni Vamdelis 
by Alan Matthews 

Augrabies Falls National Park is not a 
pretty place: the landscape is too barren But 
there is an undeniable beauty to the place that 
springs from its harshness. 

This is what makes the Klipspringer Trail 
one of the most 
memorable trails I 
have ever done. The 
views and terrain 
are so striking that 
one feels more as if 
you were on a 
different planet than 
in a different 
province. 

The Augrabies 
Falls National Park 
lies in the Northern 
Cape, about one 
hundred kilometres 
from the Namibian 
border, and 850 
from Cape Town. It 
comprises some 
9415 hectares of 
South Africa’s 
driest land, through 
which roars the 
Orange River. It 
pours through a 
narrow ravine 18 
km long, formed 
over the last 70 
million years. The 

ravine is dominated by the Augrabies Falls, 
an astounding 25 metre cascade ending in a 
60 meter plunge into the unplumbed pool 
below. The falls were discovered 225 years 
ago by a Swedish-born soldier, who left the 
Cape Colony to escape gambling debts, and 
through his explorations guaranteed his 
welcome back. 


The landscape itself is dominated by 
massive gneiss boulders - rocks formed from 
other, older rocks, which were exposed to 
extreme heat and pressure below the earth’s 
surface. These boulders are all being slowly 
broken into smaller flakes by exfoliation, a 
process driven by the large differences in day 
and night time temperatures. During summer 
temperatures regularly reach 40° C with night 
temperatures dropping below freezing. 

Onto this hot, inhospitable path strode 
twelve venturers, keen to face the challenges and 
enjoy the rewards of the trail. Some of us came 

from as far afield as 
Germany and 
Johannesburg, but in 
the end it made no 
difference: the 
conditions were as 
foreign to us all. 

On the first day 
we left at eleven 
o’clock, which meant 
we had to hike in the 
heat of the day. The 
majority of the day is 
spent meandering 
through the rocks 
above the gorge, 
highlighted by an 
excellent view of 
Misty Falls. 
Thankfully the hike 
turned out to be 
shorter than we 
expected and we 
dragged our weary 
bones into the hut at 
about five. After an 
excellent supper our 
informal buskers 
proceeded to 
bludgeon their way through a collection of the 
finest pop songs history has to offer. In the 
spirit of true pioneers, we refused to be 
inhibited by any sense of rhythm, harmony or 
good taste. 

We awoke early the next morning, and 
went back to sleep until a more reasonable 
hour. 
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We eventually left at about nine and 
descended into the gorge. We were reminded 
that we were in 
a desert as the 
temperature 
soared over 35. 

At lunch we 
unburdened 
ourselves (some 
more so than 
others) and 
spent the hottest 
hours of the day 
in the shade or 
water, or trying 
wash of the 
remains of the 
mud slide; it 
was a truly 
relaxing midday. 

We decided to move on after somebody 
pointed out that our intrepid leader had been 
washed downstream, so we left the river (sigh) 
and soldiered on to the hut. After several more 
hours of singing, and a collection of some of 
the most awful jokes I have heard in my short 
life, we all bunked down under the stars. 

The last day was the shortest, but was 
filled with many memorable scenes, starting 
with the backs of the “Cider!” team as they 


sped off at sunrise. The rear guard followed at 
a more reasonable pace. The trail culminates in 

a climb up 
Moon Rock, 
a massive, 
40 metre 
high rock 
that 

overlooks 
the whole 
park. After 
that, the last 
enthusiastic 
dash to the 
camp and 
the warm 
embrace of 
a padded 
chair and 

There is something brilliantly stimulating 
about the trail; the scenery defies description, 
and most photography. Hiking through it one 
never feels at ease; rather you get the 
impression the rocks, the river and the sky are 
all too big. In pictures it is impossible to judge 
scale, mountains look like rock piles, building¬ 
sized boulders look like ball-sized rocks. 

Everywhere you can see changes in the 
rock that happened millions of years before; 

see at work the forces 
which have shaped our 
earth, on a timescale that 
is mind-bending. Perhaps 
the strangest feature is 
the stone’s complete 
ignorance of us, or our 
ascendancy,as if the 
next million years would 
be exactly like the last. 

In a place not 
designed for people, the 
rocks themselves have 
character, and would 
speak of time and tales. 
Some strong and proud, 
most broken and bent, 
they are all survivors, the 
weathered populace of 
this landscape. 
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April Vac 

Pine Hack 


Leader: David Acott 
by Robyn Cullis 

Party : Rod Hundermark, Gavin Greenwood, 
Alan Matthews, James Cullis, Robyn Cullis, 
Aileen Anderson, Andrew Lewis, Axel 
Holscher, Roger Diamond, Flint McGregor, & 
Thomas 

As I am 
not nearly as 
hard-core as I 
would like to 
be, and very 
aware of my 
“chick-ness” 
it was with a 
huge amount 
of hesitation 
that I 
followed 
Dave and 
James out to 
Zuurberg on 
the April Vac 
Pine Hack. In 
my mind, and 
I am sure 
many other 
people’s too, 
pine-hacking 
was, until this weekend, reserved for the 
hard-core, the Camel Men, and those who 
need to release some testosterone-induced 
aggression. 

On Saturday, 11 April, we set out from 
the dam and headed towards our camp on the 
Golf Course on the flanks of Beurtsberg. Our 
party included some of the club’s great pine 
hackers - Andrew, Axel and Roger, who was 
still jet lagged after arriving back from 
Australia only the day before. 

The path upwards was overgrown; in fact 
there was absolutely no path, and we had to 
choose our route carefully to avoid getting 


stuck in the shoulder-high vegetation. This 
made progress quite slow and it was late in the 
afternoon when we arrived at the camp and 
added out tents to those already set up by the 
rest of the group. Dave and his intrepid 
followers had gone up on Friday afternoon and 
had spent Saturday working on the Witels 
slopes of Beurtsberg. 

Shortly after we arrived, the others 
returned, hot and tired from their long day. 
After a quick swim it was time for a game of 
Frisbee and James, Rod and Dave showed us 

all how it should be 
done, while avoiding 
breaking ankles on the 
somewhat uneven 
ground. 

As supper was 
cooked and eaten we 
watched the sun set 
and the full moon rise, 
almost simultaneously. 
After a few jokes and 
stories from Roger 
about his travels in 
Australia, we all 
headed for the tents 
and sleeping bags in 
anticipation of an early 
start the next day 
Easier Morning 
dawned and we were 
all awoken rather 
suddenly by the sound 
of Dave’s 
impersonation of a 
chicken as he ran around the camp distributing 
Easter Eggs. Setting out armed with chain 
saws, bow saws, loppers and Flint’s legendary 
axe (all ten centimetres of it!) we found the 
stash of equipment dumped the afternoon 
before and headed out to continue the previous 
day’s good work. Most of the hacking to be 
done involved the clearing of re-growth 
around bigger pines that had been cut down a 
few years before. The morning was spent 
climbing around, over, under and between 
dead branches and trunks, getting out the little 
ones that always grow in those hard-to-reach 
places! 
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After lunch, the chain saws came into 
their own with big trees being sent to their 
death over some fairly impressive Cliffs. A 
brief moment of concern was experienced 
when we realised that Aileen was in the gully 
below us, but after establishing that she was 
out of harm’s way, the saws were restarted and 
the sound of falling trees echoed through the 
Witels valley again. 

Walking back to camp after a very 
satisfying day, the sinking sun added a golden 
glow to everyone and everything. We reached 
the peak above the camp just as the sun 
slipped behind the horizon. As we sat in 
companionable silence watching a spectacular 
Easter sunset, I think that we were all 
reminded of the magic that is so much a part of 
times like this spent in the mountains. 

That evening we munched our way 
through Marie biscuits and Dave’s custard that 
turned out to be a little harder than intended 
and, of course, the compulsory, excessive 



amount of chocolate. 

Monday morning involved returning to 
the slopes to cut down a few trees that had 


been left from the day before. After lunch we 
packed up and slowly made our way back 
down to the dam. Once again we had to 
negotiate shoulder high vegetation and during 
the descent we questioned our love for fynbos 
many times when we had to untangle ourselves 
from yet another Protea bush! After a swim 
and a stop for ice cream in Ceres, it was all too 
soon time to head back to Cape Town. 



This weekend taught me that chopping 
down trees is only a small part of what pine¬ 
hacking is all about. The experience of getting 
away into and area of Zuurberg that is so 
seldom hiked through, was one I will not 
quickly forget. After surviving and thoroughly 
enjoying every minute of the hack, I can now 
confidently say that hacks are not only for the 
hard-core and that “chicks” can definitely hack 
too! 
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April 

NEPAL 

‘An unforgettable experience ’ 


by Warwick Board 

A life-long dream was about to become a 
reality, could I really be going to the famed 
domain of the Yeti? 

Initially my climbing / mountaineering 
partner to be, Matt Newton from Lancaster in 
the UK, and I had decided to attempt Mera 
peak (~6500m) in the Sola Khumbu (Everest 
Region). Owing to an already tight schedule 
(he only had three weeks), we decided to go 
for a lower and more technical series of peaks 
in the Langtang Himal. Literature research 
yielded Naya Kanga (5844m), Yala peak 
(5500m), Tserko Ri 
(4984m) and Tserko 
(4773m) as 
potentially 
climbable (at quite a 
push) within the 
given time 
constraints. We 
planned to walk in 
from Kathmandu 
(1300m) to the base 
camp at Kyangjin 
Gompa (3300m), 
over 82 km away, 
with a range in altitude change between 
1100m and 2900m a day. 

Friday 27 th of March arrived suddenly ... 

Beware the customs officials : very good 
at taking your money, not so good at giving 
change. 

We spent a few days buying gear and 
food, and organising a trekking agency, as you 
are forced (by the Nepali government) to be 
represented by one on a climbing permit. 
Eventually we came across a neat, respectable 
looking agency right on the outskirts of 
Thamel (on the Chhatripathi side), namely 
Pumori Adventures. The plans were set, the 
porters and climbing guide were arranged, and 
the trekking permit for the Langtang National 


Park and the climbing permit for Naya Kanga 
were obtained (painlessly). Time was left for a 
tour to the Swayambunath (Monkey) temple 
perched on top of a hillock on the western 
edge of Kathmandu before the departure on 
the 1 st of April. 

The trek in began at a small village, 
Sundarijal. The trek in to the Laurebinayak 
pass took 4 days, and we stopped over in 
Chipling (1800m), Kutumsang (2446m), 
Tharepathi Pass (3597m) and Ghopte (3566m) 
en route. Each place had an interesting and 
unique ‘tea house’ or ‘lodge’, which were 
essentially Nepali homes that were opened to 
you in exchange for an agreed upon sum of 
rupees. Fine views of Manaslu (8157m) and 
Cho Oyo (8201m), and the distant Annapurna 
massif (8098m) injected the required 
enthusiasm for this and future expeditions. 

Matt took ill at Mangegot (3285m), after 
eating chicken 
soup, and a very 
bad case of 
gyppoguts or ‘dehli 
belly’ struck him 
down. We spent a 
rest day at Ghopte 
so that he could 
recuperate, for the 
crossing of the 
Laurebinayak pass 
was going to be 
tough, especially in 
the new soft deep 

snow. 

The morning of the 5 th of April dawned 
with a light snowfall, clouds partially 
obscuring the pass, and the previous night’s 
snowfall hanging heavily on the trees. We had 
to go that day, and news from the few trekkers 
that had attempted the pass said it was bad - 
essentially impassable - with many trekkers 
turning back. We made a hasty plan : if the 
pass became too difficult, we would turn 
around, hike the 50 kilometres back to 
Sundarijal, drive round to Dhunche and walk 
in from there - a two day walk in to the base 
camp ... 

Dropping down a few hundred metres led 
to a series of rather tricky crossings of snow 
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basins that had recently been avalanched. 
1300m of 30-40° slope then followed, in poor 
visibility (light sinowing), and knee deep snow 
: quite possibly the hardest days hiking I have 
ever experienced in my life. Not surprisingly, 
we had the entire pass to ourselves, and 
topping out at 4609m was quite a relief. 


Due to the illness to Matt, we had to go 
down all the way to Syabru (2139m) and have 
a rest day there. So the three of us set off down 
the treacherous first section until we gained 
the ridge line of the Chalang Danda. Beautiful 
views across to the Langtang massif (Langtang 
Lirung - 7246m and Langtang II - 6571m) 
and the Ganesh Himal provided the stunning 
backdrop for the descent into the blue pine and 
rhododendron forests. The route to Syabru 
included stopping off at Laurebinayak 
(3900m) and Shin Gompa (3300m). 

A rest day was had in Syabru, which 
allowed Matt to heal, but completely undid 
any acclimatisation that we may have had up 
at 4000+m. 

The walk-in to the base camp now began 
in earnest, and the Langtang Khola (river) was 
followed to Ghore Thabela (3048m) via Lama 
Hotel. There were now more tourists, as most 
of them hike in from Dhunche or Sybaru- 
Bensi - being able to catch a bus from 
Kathmandu to either of these towns, a mere 3 
to 5 day walk-in to the head of the valley. This 
makes the route that we had done over the pass 
one of the least travelled trekking routes in all 
of Nepal. 

We finally reached Kyangjin Gompa 
(3800m) via Langtang Village (3000m) two 


days after leaving Syabru, and settled in for 
the night. Buddhist prayer flags flappered in 
the wind, sending their messages to the four 
corners of the globe - hopefully a good omen. 

In order to acclimatise for Naya Kanga, 
we decided to do a hard days mountaineering 
of the ‘easier’ south-facing slopes of the 
valley, due to the large amounts of snow on 
the north faces. The fact that no one had 
succeeded in climbing Naya Kanga at this 
time of year for the last 15 years, together 
with the fact that this seasons snowfall was 
unusually high and late, was worrying. 
Added to this the fact that no-one had even 
crossed the Ganja-La (our proposed route 
up the ‘Kanga) this season, and that there 
were frequent avalanches down the north 
face seemed to vindicate the need for an 
easier introduction to the snow conditions. 

We stumbled into action and headed 
for the lower slopes of Tserko Ri ... Quick 
decisions, around to Yala, or up a new line? 
Time to try a new line. A steep grassy slope 
yielded a 45° snow slope which eventually 
steepened into Grade I icework. Out came the 
crampons, and up we went, the slope reaching 
Grade II in places ... before the soft summit 
snows were reached (4984m). 

It was 1 lhOO and still 4km to go to get to 
Yala. We would have to hurry if we were to 
get there before prime avalanche time - 
14h00! We shot off, and descended to about 
4500m before eventually giving up Yala for 
another day. Too dangerous to continue, and 
the seracs were waiting patiently.... So we 
made a wide detour to the west and walked 
towards Langtang Lirung, completely dwarfed 

by the 
imposing 
south wall of- 
Dragpoche 
(6502m)! We 
then headed 
for Tserko 
(4773m) and 
literally swam 
to the summit 
ridge. 

Avalanche conditions were now extreme and 
there was a sense of menace in the air. 




34 





UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


A steep ridge (-50°) gained the summit. 
After reassessing the snow conditions on the 
ridge, and the precarious position in which we 
now found ourselves, with a fair whack of 
exposure on either side of us (~1000m), I 
decided to turn around and try a safer route 
down. Matt continued, and was promptly 
avalanched (admittedly controllably) about 
600m into the snow basin below! He was 
alright, and began heading back to Kyangjin 
Gompa. Now I was alone, and still above 
4700m on a narrow and perilous knife edge 
arete; the sense of survival kicked in big time! 

A tightrope shuffle back along the ridge 
gained a snow basin, where I repeatedly sank 
up to my neck in the snow. The cracking 
sounds of car-sized boulders responding to the 
call of gravity did nothing for already frayed 
nerves. Every step had to be watched, the 
chute had to be constantly monitored and there 
was a rushing river to be crossed. 3 hours of 
complete concentration, using every ounce of 
geological, geomorphological and 
mountaineering knowledge within me just to 
survive, followed. Death and danger were truly 
at every turn. 

Eventually, I became more relaxed as I 
exited the Dranglung valley, probably one of 
only a handful of idiots to have walked in that 
inhospitable place. When I reached the main 
Langtang Valley I started to sing, loud, slowly 
and clearly, and then met Matt, who had been 
enjoying an afternoon’s rest in camp, having 
taken the express route! In total 13 km were 
walked, and the altitude change was 2427m. 

Further preparations for the assault on 
Nay a Kanga began in earnest the next 
morning. Base camp was initially intended to 
be at 4000m, on a small plateau above the 
valley, but due to excessive snow conditions 
and poorly equipped porters, we had to 
concede a base camp at 3300m. 

Gear was sorted and packs made ready for 
the 05h30 departure ... Faces that should have 
been Grade II ice, were covered in chest deep, 
unstable snow. Swimming upwards was 
accompanied by the continual fear of 
avalanche and suffocation. Near 5000m we 
reached a steep section of near vertical snow 
and ice (Grade II/III), followed by a tricky D 


rock pitch, and then a vertical mixed ice-and- 
rock chimney. At 1 lhOO, the snow conditions 
were very bad, and we were so exhausted that 
we decided to make camp - and pitched our 
tent (-'5050m). 



Something big was going to happen on 
the weather front, and soon. Our being perched 
on a precarious ridge with lots of loose snow, 
and poor weather expected, began to play on 
the mind. Probably not a good time to be on 
Shisha Pangma (8014m), just visible to the 
NE. An irritating high altitude cough that I had 
developed on Tserko Ri was now beginning to 
become more than just an irritation - but I 
thought nothing of it. 

OlhOO came, and we made ready for our 
summit attempt. The theory: up the ridge to 
the two horns, traverse into the snow basin, up 
to the serac, around its eastern flank, and onto 
the summit ridge, reaching the summit at about 
07h00, then a rapid descent to the high camp, 
and leaving the next day for base camp. The 
majestic peaks took on a sullen and ghost-like 
appearance in the cold (-15°C) early morning, 
distant rumbles of avalanches roaring their 
defiance at the ‘14h00 is avalanche time’ rule 
of thumb. 

We slowly hobbled up the 50° slope and 
continued to the rock band (~5200m). Here we 
were faced with either a tricky traverse to the 
left over a very steep slope (~75°) into the 
snow basin, or a rock climb (probably only 
E3/Fl-ish) to the serac. We decided on the 
former, due to the difficulty in seeing above 
the immediate pitch, and the friability of the 
rock. We decide to rope up as we suspected 
the soft snow underfoot to be revealing a small 
crevassed icefall. Everything appeared 
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possible, and the felling of being in completely 
in control of one’s body could not have been 
further from reality. 

At around 05h00, just as the dawn light 
Was lifting the veil of darkness from the 
summits of the peaks lining the northern rim of 
the Langtang valley, we heard a distinct 
‘CRACK’, followed by a loud, yet muffled 
rumbling sound that increased in volume, and 
then gradually faded away. No doubt about it: 
it was an * W/M ■ ■ 

avalanche in the 
next snow basin, 
at this early 

hour! It was still k||§ 
a good 3 hours to ♦ 

the summit, 

including another ^ % 

very steep ice ^ 

slope, and in 

these snow 

conditions 

probably covered fijSP u 

in soft, powdery je**. 

snow. 1 his meant that we \vould be on top at 
around 08h00, and returning down the ice 
chute below the serac at around 09h00. Given 
the frequency of avalanches heard at all times 
of the day and night, 

fact that there was a 
monster serac at the 

head of the chute, we " *: 

decided that turning 

around was the only . ■ 

option^ 

upwards from the snow ledges that we had dug 
for ourselves in the steep slope, was broken by 
the first drops of bloody sputum being 
coughed up ... we had to get down right away 
: these were the first REAL signs of high 
altitude pulmonary oedema. HAPE had struck. 

Not more than 100m into the descent, a 
killer headache, struck. Concentration through 
the pain barrier was essential, as the snow 
basin fell away over 1000m below my feet, it 


would be so easy to just fall over and go to 
sleep, but no, must push on ... 

I recall that we reached the high camp, 
and that the descent to base camp was a 
terrifyingly lonely experience ... as Matt 
disappeared into the distance. Eventually I 
ended up glissading through juvenile 
rhododendron trees, oblivious to the cuts and 
bruises they were inflicting on the lower half 
of my body. Hell! I didn’t care. I wanted to get 

■ off this damn thing! 

Then, out of the 
blue Matt returned; 
he took my pack 
and there was the 
camp - heaven. I 
immediately 

v *.~ collapsed, falling 

, > •• ^ into a deep sleep. 

4 v 'ij We spent 
, : 'i i another day at base 

~ camp. The lungfill 

’ ' H ' . ' that was drowning 

■ ' . , „ ’***£» me needed to be 

cleared fiom tlie systein. ? but was to become 
my live-in companion for another month. We 
then packed up and headed for the Langtang 
valley (below 3000m) so full healing could be 
i effected. Thereafter we 

y/| attention was sought. 

I / . JLe, Synopsis: Nepal is 

p all that a mountaineer 

K* I* could want: incredibly 

St __J» _ cheap, with supremely 

friendly people ... and the 

- mountains themselves. 1 

love it. And cannot wait to go back. In closing, 
I wish to thank the UCT Mountain and Ski 
Club for providing much needed partial 
sponsorship towards this expedition. The 
lessons learnt from the sequence of events 
described above will hopefully stick with me 
throughout my mountaineering career, and 
help to prevent others from making a similar 
sequence of errors, with perhaps more terminal 
consequences. 
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April 

Springbok 
Hiking Trail 

Leader: Carel Haumann 
by Ruth Woudstra 

It’s the first long weekend of the second 
quarter, and people look at me suspiciously 
when I say I’m spending the weekend in 
Beaufort West. Well, just outside Beaufort 
West actually, in the Karoo National Park. My 
friends still question my sanity, but I consider 
spending two nights in rudimentary huts and 
hiking a total of 26km more stimulating than 
another episode of Felicia (no offense to her 
countless fans). 

Upon our arrival at the Park, we made 
ourselves comfortable on the last patch of 
green grass we were to see for the next three 
days. While swimming in a residents-only 
pool was a priority for some, the majority of us 
went bird-watching at a hide. Carel, our very 
capable leader, got immense enjoyment out of 
seeing a Malachite kingfisher up close. But 
then again, you don’t see one of those every 
day! 

The hike itself ranged from strenuous for 
the highly unfit (no sex in particular) to easy 
for the Health and Racket junkies. With a good 
supply of Royco Pasta and Sauce and a bottle 
of OBS, nothing could go wrong, except if you 
are Carel, of course. Our ‘very capable leader’ 
decided to go and climb some fascinating 
structure and got lost on his way to the hut. A 
search party of four rescued him from the fate 
of sleeping under the stars, if you could call 
that fate ... 

The Karoo stars were indeed so 
spellbinding that a couple of us decided to 
sleep outside. This instigated a series of 
unexplained laughing fits and any onlooker 
would have judged us as a group of 
psychologically unbalanced patients in group 
therapy! 

But all bliss was forgotten as the cold 
mercilessly set in. In addition. Card’s 


definition of ‘first light’ was regarded very 
skeptically, which is natural when you are 
woken up and there is no sign of first light! 

The hike did not go by without some of 
our imaginations going a bit haywire. There 
was spying on potential hairy-legged Germans 
as well as the examination of boulders and 
immense enthusiasm at the challenge of 
climbing them (I’ll never understand rock- 
climbers ...). It was also planned to launch 
missiles at Beaufort West from a strategic 
point, but this ingenious idea was abandoned 
when we decided that this idle little town did 
cut the Cape Town-Jo’burg journey shorter 
(for those whose life’s ambition it is to see 
Gauteng). 

The image of the arid, stony Karoo with 
its ever-blue sky will never be forgotten, and 
neither will the party’s attempts to make this 
hike as stimulating as possible! They were 
very successful indeed! 

Thought that you might like a slight 
philosophical slant to your journal. So here's 
a poem I found about Trails ... 


Poetry 

TRAILS 


selected by Kevin lies 

Trails are not dust and pebbles on a hill. 

Nor even grass and wild buds by a lake; 

Trails are adventure and a hand to still 
The restless pulse of life when men would break 
Their minds with weight of thinking.Trails are peace, 
The call to dreams, the challenge to ascent; 
Trails are the brisk unfolding of release 
From bitterness and from discouragement. 
Trails are the random writing on the wall 
That tells how every man, grown tired at heart 
Of things correct and ordered, comes to scrawl 
His happy hour down - then goes to start 
Life over with new eagerness and zest. 

Who builds a trail finds labor that is rest! 

by Helen Frazee-Bower 
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The climbing competition this year 
followed a very different set of rules from 
those of previous years. 

Competition rules 

Climbers were split into either groups of 
two, or three. Groups were then allocated a 
stash of false Climbing Cash. This money was 
only valid for climbing transactions, and 
buying refreshments. Climbing Cash could 
also be used after the prize-giving to buy 
refreshments. 

What are climbing transactions? 

Groups challenged individuals in other 
groups to climb routes set by the route-setters, 
or variations on these routes. Variations could 
include feet-free requirements or omission of 
grips etc. The challenge was in the form of a 
stipulated sum of Climbing Cash. 


Other rules 

You could not make donations to other 
groups. Climbs had to be witnessed by both 
the challenged and challenging groups. 

What happened 

There was a lot of beer available for all 
competitors ... Climbers got very drunk ... 

Mike Wood took a challenge to haul an 
entire crash-mat tied to his waist up the wall. 
Once he reached the top, his task was to hoist 
the mat over the other side of the wall, which 
he successfully completed.There was one final 
challenge which all the standing competitors 
took part in. Everyone had to hang from one 
hand from the top of the wall and down a beer. 

At the end there was a great big barney, 
which everyone thoroughly enjoyed. 

Climbing was the winner on the day. 


May 

Climbing 

Competition 

by Graham Shillington 


If the individual challenged completed the 
route, money flowed towards the challenged 
group. If the individual failed, money flowed 
outwards from the challenged group. 

There were also set routes, which anyone 
could climb. These had Climbing Cash prizes 
for the first successful climber. In the end, the 
group with the most Climbing Cash won. 
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May 

Krakadouw 


Leader: Ianni Vamvadelis 
by Ianni Vamvadelis 

Group: Ning Tang, Denise Aronzon (the 
Americans), Steve Bretherick, Briony Parkes, 
Andy Louis, Frances Hulbert, Adriano Iorio, 
Emma Sealy, Daniel Smith, Alistair 
McMaster, Nick Rousette. 

On Friday 1 May 

We all met at 07:30 and squished into 
cars. Well done to Daniel who hired a sporty 
red VW Polo and got all the fairer sex. We 
met up at Clanwilliam and left Steve and his 
bakkie at the bottom of the Pass. The car 
shuffle takes time, but after successfully 
leaving one car at Dwarsrivier (North), we 
were all regrouped and packed by around 
13:30 at the crest of Pakhuis Pass. 

Climbing gear (well, abseiling gear) was 
distributed and lunch was had in a very ad hoc 
way. We set off on our merry walk through 
amazing rock formations. There are plenty of 
brilliant boulders and we saw some climbers 
on a single pitch route. The jeep track made 
the walking easy despite the heat. We moved 
quickly, stopping to drink water and take 
photos of the awesome valley to the east. 

Soon came the uphill to the saddle below 
Groenberg, which sorted out the men from the 
boys & girls. We regrouped at the top for a 
good rest. The views north and south made it 
worthwhile. 

Taking the right fork of the jeep track 
takes you along the plateau on the western side 
of the Heuningvlei settlement. The road 
becomes sandy and hot and we were a tad 
weary. We soon came to the forestry hut 
where there was a group of 12 already. We 
had to show our permit and find somewhere 
else to camp. In the nearby pine forest was 
another group of 12 so we searched around a 
bit and settled on some soft sand between giant 
restios. This made a great wind-still, out-of¬ 


sight camp. We sat up talking, eating and 
joking till about 10pm. The cloud that crowded 
the mystical Krakadouw Peak slowly cleared 
into a sharp silhouette and I went to bed very 
excited. 

Saturday 2 May 

AAAargh! There were clouds covering 
the peak from about 14 way up! We had a 
discussion over breakfast and decided to 
ascend the main peak regardless, and from 
there assess the weather and possibility of 
taking Middle and Klein Krakadouw Peaks 
too. 

The two Americans (Ning and Denise) 
and Daniel decided to avoid the chill by 
staying in camp and recovering a bit. 

We packed up and got warmly dressed, 
ready for the cold. Then there were nine, who 
headed up past the confused-looking foresters 
and up the slope past Halvelskop and across 
the flat stretch of restios where two cedar 
groves cross the path. It was very wet from 
the rain in the night. Water packed into boots 
and clung to socks and all the while the sun 
shone on us. 

Above us, the clouds blocked the view of 
how big the mountain was. We plodded up the 
valley which approaches the peak from the 
West. The exertion of the climb warmed us 
and we had to stop for water every now and 
again. Soon it got cooler and a chilling wind 
blew down the valley. We pushed on under the 
Chockstone Cave where we put on all clothing 
and gloves. Balaclava’s were essential. 

The wind-chill was really cold and we 
regrouped and decided to walk close together 
from now on. The visibility was only about 
20m. We exited the valley onto the 1700m 
contour plateau and regrouped in the awkward 
shelter of the massive Dice Boulder. It was 
really cold in the wind and it had begun to rain 
steadily. 

Heading southwards and up the corridor I 
lead the group along Parallel Corridor where 
we squelched down and along - as is essential 
in any Krakadouw experience. The rock walls 
reached 30m straight up on either side. We 
found that the exit, under the broken rocks, 
was the only place out of the wind and rain. 
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We made our bent way along the 
labyrinth to the giant Sea Lion and the 800m 
drop into space. The visibility had dropped to 
5m and no-one else could appreciate the 
exposure. The wind was whipping us with 
driving rain and we had to walk very close 
together, keeping close track of each other. 

We decided to lunch in the corridor exit 
and we made some hot tea, which really 
helped warm and cheer up everyone. The 
weather was really awful and the group had 
had enough chill, so we backtracked our steps 
mostly along the way we had come and 
descended into the valley. A few hundred 
metres down it was much warmer, no wind 
and no rain. Once again happy and even 
happier to be alive we chortled down and 
merrily returned to camp by about 5pm. It 
stopped raining for a while - long enough for 
us to spread out our soaked clothing and dance 
in the sun a bit. 

Sunday 3 May 

We got up, packed up our wet and dry 
gear, and set off by 09:30. Heading northwards 
along the Jeep track for about 2km, we 
reached the turn off that leads to Krakadouw- 
poort. We had an interesting debate about 
respect and women in SA vs. women in the 
USA. The weather was improving, and to our 
left we could see brilliant rock walls below 
Klein-Krakadouw Peak. We took a good 
break at the top of the poort and did some 
bouldering, took photos and just admired the 
view down the pass. We spread out on the 
descent but stopped for water and sunshine at 
the rocky shelter. We made good time down 
that pass (which gets really warm by midday), 
resting to drink and regroup. We decided to 
have lunch where the path crosses the river 
opposite an old fort. 

On the way Emma was so sure there was 
a huge archaeological history to a particular 
crag that she spent some time scouring the area 
for signs. The air crackled with the the thrill 
of discovery.but nothing happened <grin>. 

Steve Bretherick started a viscous rumour 
of the fort being a rich bloke's holiday house, 
who broke his leg and had to be carried here 
every summer. Haha. 


The sun was gloriously warm as we swam 
and ate lunch. It was amazing after the 
previous day’s cold. 

We walked quickly and were down by 
about 16h00. We had no trouble with the field 
of cattle that sometimes chase hikers, and after 
the mandatory car shuffle, we stopped in 
Clanwilliam to refuel, sort out gear and finances, 
before driving back to CT and the sunset. 
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May 

27 th Hoare Hut 
Birthday Party 

by Robert Gardner 

This years 27 th Hoare Hut birthday party 
took place at the end of May and proved to be 
a good pre-exam stress reliever. 

Thirteen people made the long trek up to 
the hut in perfect weather with the tail-enders 
arriving just after sunset (about four hours 
after Dave Acott!). 

Those maniacs who made it up in time 
watched the sunset from Waaihoek Peak with 
a few drinks, while others had to settle with 
watching it set over point high, still way up in 
the distance. The party started after a few 
brave people freshened up in the river and 
everyone had changed into their tuxedos, 
formal dresses, and fish net stockings (Dave 
Acott) . 

During the course of the evening the chefs 
( Robyn, Kathy and Hilary) somehow 


managed to 
put together 
an amazing 
three-course 
meal: soup 
starters, a 
delicious 
main course - 
and just when 
everyone was 
full, Robyn 
whipped out 
a magical 
pudding to 
top off the 
over- 

indulgence. 

The rest of the evening was taken up by 
much partying and consuming immeasurable 
amounts of Springboks to ward off the cold 
night. 

Those who managed to wake up in time 
were treated to the traditional birthday party 
breakfast of pancakes. We spent what was left 
of the morning up at the hut filling up more 
pages of the logbook before taking a leisurely 
bone-jarring stroll down the mountain. 
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From Perry there are to ways to 
Buffelshoek : over Sentinel Peak, and down 
to the neck to Buffelshoek, or up the eastern 
tributary, traversing Groenwater kloof to the 
neck - we chose the latter. 

Once on the neck, we looked up to 
Buffelshoek, towering above us. While the 
ascent route was clear, we estimated it would 
take at least a further. 45 minutes. The time 
was already 12hl5, so, worrying that we 
would not be able to return to Hoare by dark, 
we set off on the return journey. 

The way back was much like the way 
there, with the sun stronger than expected in 
June. We returned to Hoare Hut at around 
17h45, just as light was leaving us. 
Exhausted, we delayed our descent until after 
a good night's sleep. 

Difficult, yes, but impossible no - 
Buffelshoek and back to Hoare in a day is a 
classic route on Zuurberg ! 


Exams are a time of stress. So, following 
the June exams, Rod and I decided to get rid 
of this stress. Where else, but Zuurberg. 

A leisurely ascent of Waaihoek led us up 
to the hut, and after supper we got to sleep 
early in preparation for the following day. 

As light began shining through the hut, 
we struggled out of our sleeping bags into the 
icy air, had breakfast, and were out of the hut 
and halfway to Pells’ by the time the sun rose 
at 07h40. From Pells’ we followed the Witels 
path until just past the Croquet Greens. 

Walking was brisk as we followed the 
beacons along the slopes of Mt. Superior and 
Pyramid Peaks, then past the Jan du Toit's 
pinnacles on our right. At the end of the 
pinnacles, the path passes through two tricky 
gullies. The path descends the second, where 
with the help of the 1:50 000 topographical 
map we found our way up a valley, over a 
few hills and to Perry Refuge - where we 
found our first water since Pells’. 


June 

BUFFELSHOEK 
IN A DAY 


by Dave Acott 




UCT MSC Journal ’98 





UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


June 

Up Devil’s Peak 

WITH LEAF COLLEGE 

Leader: Maria Loopuyt 
by Ntutu Ngesi 

Group: Sam, Given, Themba, Lwandisile, 
Masilo, Mncedisi, Ntutu, Oli, Pierre Hoffa 

It all began at 10:00 am at UCT. We all 
glanced up as the leader, Pierre, was 
explaining the route to us. Everyone was so 
thrilled, excited and eager to reach the top. 

We took a narrow zigzagging route up 
Mowbray Ridge to reach the fire lookout hut 
by 11:15. It is a spectacular route with superb 
views but also shadeless. Fortunately we had 
our hats ready. 

And how time passed! We were all tired 
and so decided to have a tea break at the 


Devil’s Peak. We felt so removed from the 
whole world. It was so quiet, peaceful and 
calm - and also well worth doing. We rested 
and had a lunch up the mountain, taking 
pictures and enjoying the lovely views of 
Robben Island and the fresh air. 

The return route was down the Newlands 
Ravine path, which was so stony and easier 
than going up. The route gave us a glorious 
mountain view - especially the back of Table 
Mountain. 

At a later stage the route become steep, 
strenuous and rocky, but no-one complained - 
perhaps because of the jokes and stories Pierre 
was telling us. He really made things easier for 
us; especially Ntutu, who was the only girl out 
of ten climbers. 

The route descended mainly by zigzags 
through the forest and down the [ravine] 
towards the bottom of the first lookout hut. By 
4:30 pm we were back home again. 

It was a fascinating, rewarding goal to 
reach the top of Devil’s Peak. 


second lookout hut. It was a long 
walk to encircle Devil’s Peak but not 
as difficult as we thought. Perhaps the 
spectacular views over the city and 
Cape Flats took our minds away from 
the difficulty of the route. Tourists 
were also enjoying the panoramic 
view from the ocean over the Flats 
and the magnificent outlook over the 
whole of Cape Town City. 

A long, strenuous and circular 
route up to the mountain made us 
walk at a slow pace. We were all 
curious about other mountains that 
we could see while walking up. 

“Table Mountain is 80m above 
Devil’s Peak” hailed Tembo Baloy - 
who was still strong and energetic. 
Oily, who is an exchange student 
from England, asked about Lion’s 
head while he was struggling to climb 
a rock at the back with Sam 
Lebatlang, his friend from LEAF 
College. 

At 1:30 pm sharp we were all 
screaming “Hello Gape Town”. It was 
the first time we had climbed up 
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June 

Drakenberg 

Sentinel Peak to Cathedral Peak 


top for a short while before heading across 
towards the Old Mountain Club Hut (it is now 
owned by the Natal Parks Board). 

We dumped our packs and trotted eagerly 
to the edge of the Amphitheatre to peer down 
the Tugela falls. There was ice in the stream 
and frozen parts of the falls were spectacular. 
After a while we decided to move on to a 
lunch spot further along the Amphitheatre. 

We played with ice and rocks as we made our 
way back to the packs where disaster had 
struck. Crows had ravaged the tomatos from 
Phil’s pack and discovered a pack of 
Chocolate Vitolas underneath. The entire 

packet was 
missing! 

The 

tomatoes 
were largely 
untouched. 

We 
headed 
around the 
rim for an 
hour or so 
and lunched 
somewhere 
near the 
middle of 
the 

Amphitheatre. The weather was as amazing as 
the view. We discussed the route further and 
then headed past the Devil’s Tooth, the 
Eastern Buttress and along to Mount Amery, 
which was conquered by the keen. What a 
view! It was such a gloriously still, clear, day. 

Then over the ridge into the river valley 
near Ifidi where there was water. I had planned 
to get further, but water was scarce and very 
essential. We were quite invigorated by the 
surroundings and finally being on the 
escarpment. As soon as the sun set below the 
horizon, the temperature plummeted to well 
below zero and we put on all the clothing we 
had. That night only the brave and inquisitive 
stayed up as James explained wonders of the 
universe. The temperature forced most into 
bed by about 20:30. 


Leaders: Ianni Vamvadelis & Carel Haumann 

by lanni Vamvadelis 


Group: Ben Knights, Greg Hutton-Squire, 
Steve Bretherick, Andrew Groves, James 
Taylor, Phil Ginsberg, Rodney Hundermark, 
Craig Beautement, Gavin Greenwood, Robert 
Gongoll. 

After 
much 

planning and 
two days of 
driving, we 
met at the 
Witsieshoek 
station 
(2590m) on 
Sunday the 
28 June. It 
was cloudy 
and very 
cold. After 

some discussion we shuffled cars to Cathedral 
Peak and to the Mweni Police station. This 
took a long time: 5 hours. 

During this time, Carel, James and Robert 
climbed the Sentinel in dodgy cloud cover 
which cleared remarkably. Phil and Greg 
enjoyed football and beer at the Witsieshoek 
Lodge further down the road. 

Most slept inside for R12 per night and 
three of us slept outside for free. The next day 
we signed the Mountain Register, packed and 
set off up the zigzags below the Sentinel and 
the Western Buttress to the chain ladders. This 
is only about 3km, but the acclimatisation and 
gradient makes it slow. The previous 
afternoon’s weather had moved off and the day 
was clear and bright. We made quick work of 
the two sets of two ladders and rested at the 
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The morning routine on top 
was always a bit slow (lack of air 
to the brain?). It took about 3 tflljh 
hours from wake up to walk. 

This included getting into all our 
clothing, having breakfast, coffee, 
de-icing the tent in the sun (when 
it arrives), packing up. stripping 
most of your clothes and then 
sacrificing lingers to fill water 
bottles through holes in the frozen 

We headed up to the head of 
Ifidi pass, and over the ridge past Sfe 
the Icidi valley. Some followed 
Carel up and over a peak on the ridge wliile 
others contoured around (gaining height is 
difficult) it to meet at the head the Icidi pass 
which looked wild. There was a large ice 
slope which w - as very, very solidly frozen. 

The ice axes we carried just didn't seem sharp 
enough! We headed up and over a saddle and 
we made our way up the valley to just below 
Stimela Peak (3239m). I walked up around the 

iZpn, | 

baboons to be I 

seen. Robert disappeared up the peak for some 
photographs while lunch was had overlooking 
the interior of Lesotho. The approximate 
overnight spot was targeted and routes 
discussed. 

We hurried down the steep slope past the 
head of the eMbundini pass, eager to set up a 
camp before sunset. After heading up onto the 
ridge of the next valley the going was easy and 
we made excellent time. We descended into 


the valley were there were fantastical ice 
formations and a large pool. The insane / 
experimental had a refreshing dip in the icy 
stream which boosted circulation at altitude to 
new highs (pun intended). We ambled 
upstream for about lkm to a flat spot near the 
stream. This was a superb camp, between 
Fangs and Rwanga. 

Day 3 dawned bright and clear again! 
i| Robert had already left camp to take photos 
T, from the edge of the escarpment to catch 
»** the sunrise. 

We hit the train heading up the valley 
.I and onto the cattle tracks that lead around 
® the ridges. It was spectacular as the Mweni 
k area came into view with Mponjewane 
peeking up on the skyline. We contoured 
along until we got to a huge natural basin. 
We agreed on a meeting spot on the far rim 
and headed off. Steve, Sponge and Greg 
lead the straight-down and straight-up 
> assault: some diauonalised a route, and the 

;§t 

J rest followed the rim of the bowel in a huge 
arc. We found some snow and had a bit of a 
tight. The terrain was steeply sloped but the 
vegetation was low, yellow grass - common in 
winter. It took ages but the rim-walkers came 
across some Basotho trails which made the 
going easier to the lunch spot. This was on a 
ridge which overlooked the source of the 
Orange river, the top of Rockeries pass and 
North Peak in the distance. This was a well- 
deserved lunch and w'e had a good rest. Then 
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down and along to just above the Mweni pass 
where we sat and watched birds of prey 
soaring just below us. The Mweni pinnacles 
and the needles were in view too. Steve, 
Carel, Sponge and Greg went ahead to recce 
the water situation near Ledges 
Cave. The rest of us made a 
casual sortie down the slopes to 
the lovely yellow grassland below 
and explored the beginning of the 
descent of the Mweni Cutback. 

There was no water at Ledges 
to we camped near the source of 
the Orange River where we got a 
trickle-stream. In the late 
afternoon we went scrambling up 
to look at Mponjewane and 
Mponjwane cave too. There was 
no water anywhere and that area 
was recently burnt. It was 
spectacular up there. We spotted 
two separate groups of Basotho 
caravans of donkeys heading up 
and down Rockeries. 

Then it was a hairy descent 
on jelly-legs to the camp and rest. 

Ben Knights turned 21 on that next 
morning, so a fridge cake was made after 
breakfast, (it set in less than 5 min, in the 
sun!) Yay! Today we were going to see how 
far we could get. We bouldered keenly down 


the river, past frozen 
pools and iced falls. We 
made it to the 
intersections of the Senqu 
and Kokoatsoan rivers, 
dumped our packs and 
headed the 400m 
downstream to the 
spectacularly frozen 
waterfall. We played ice- 
skimming, (run and dive 
onto a pool of ice and 
slide across, Boeing- 
style) and took photo’s 
before heading up the 
valley for ages to below 
South Peak. Here we had 
lunch in a nek where we could see the three 
puddings, Cathedral Peak and the whole Bell 
traverse. 

Carel trotted up South peak and then we 
headed up a steep catchment area and around a 

small bowel (1km 
diameter) and down 
to the iNtonyelana 
pass. 

Here we 

examined the Bell 
traverse again, but 
the bug had bitten. 
We would go for 
Twins Cave that 
night and descend 
the traverse the next 
day. 

We hike 
quickly up the 
valley to where the 
path crosses the 
Kwakwatsi River. 
Here we began to 
cook supper 
(abundant water). Carel and I ran over and 
down to Twins Cave (off the escarpment 
around the corner from the top of Mponjwane 
pass - our original route plan) to check that it 
was not occupied and to see if there was any 
water. 
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There was none. We slogged back up 
onto the escarpment to supper. It was late and 
the sun was about to go, so we set off groups 
as soon as they were ready. We finished 
supper and refilled water bottles after drinking 
all we could swallow. We were all in the cave 
by 19:00 and not having to pitch tents made it 
quite a welcome change. 

Way in the distance we could just see the 
Devil’s Tooth, beyond which we had set off 
just 4 days ago. We had done exceptionally 
well. The next morning was much warmer and 
once packed we eagerly set off to find the sun. 
The path amazingly follows around the grassy 
band below the Mitre, Chessmen, the Inner 
Horn, and the Outer Horn. There were one or 
two dodgy bits, but otherwise the path is a 
good footprint wide and the slope is 40-60 
degrees. Amazing. We made good progress, 
regrouping before crossing over on the the 
southern side and traversing below the Bell, 
past Bell Cave to Bugger Gully (a huge scree 
slope that needs to be negotiated on either side 
of the Gap near Cathedral Peak). 

We did it in 3 groups of 4 so as to avoid 
any nasty accidents. The scree is very loose 
and the consequences are dire. We met in the 
sun on the other side where the approach to the 
summit of Cathedral Peak begins. Not 
everyone was wildly keen to bag it, so we left 


it for another day. The wind had picked up 
hugely but we were happy and heading down. 
Over Cleft Peak large clouds were building up 
very rapidly. The path is good and we paced 
along the ridge to Orange Peel Gap where we 
rested and then had lunch out of the wind. We 
could see the clouds shrouding the escarpment 
and Cathedral Peak, (later we found that a 
severe blizzard had hit hikers near Cleft peak 
and they were forced to descend). 

After lunch it was a pleasant walk down 
through the Little Berg along a ridge that took 
us down past Shearman’s Cave to the 
Cathedral Peak Hotel. The drivers immediately 
started the car shuffle while the rest of us 
walked down the 3 km of tarred road to the 
campsite. This was torture after the soft 
grasses and our feet ached all the way. (very 
weird) 

We freshened up a lot and headed for the 
hotel for much celebration and some more of 
the World Cup soccer. An amazing feeling of 
achievement and success and relief was 
enjoyed along with much partying. 

The next day Carel, Robert, James and I 
stayed to spend a day of relaxation after the 
rest of the group left. On Sunday, they headed 
into week two with David Acott (Climbing & 
Mountaineering), and I hitched down towards 
the Transkei, very content. i 
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July 

Wild Coast 
Experience 

Coffee Bay - Mbashe River 


Leader: Ross McDonald 
by Ross Mcdonald 

Group : [in no particular order]: Alex Brooke, 
Chris Jack, Bruce Lister, Grant Loxton, Alan 
and Carol Matthews, Ross McDonald, Jocelyn 
Newmarch, Jon Sherry, Howard Smith, Mandy 
Torr and Ianni Vamvadelis. 

After months of grueling organisation and 
disrupted planning, six young and excited 
people left rainy Cape Town in the company 
of one old[er] and excited person for the 
subtropical climes of the south-east coast and 
the night life of Port Alfred. They were en 
route to the joys of the Wild Coast and the 
timelessness of Coffee Bay and the 
surrounding countryside. Maybe we were rain 
gods or something. “Everywhere you go, 
always take the weather with you ” applied, 
and so it rained in Port Alfred! We escaped the 
inclement weather the next day, crossing into 
the old Ciskei and stretched towards the sun 
and sea and sky of Coffee Bay. 

With a “hail fellow, well met!” and a 
“Doctor Livingstone, I presume?” the clean 
met the dirty dozen but the humour that 
followed soon meant that the roles had 
definitely swapped. 

It rained that night. 

But not the next day. 

Harold, I mean Howard, and Alan 
shuffled cars while others went to Hole-in-the- 
Wall the long way round and others built 
sandcastles on the beach. Grant and Mandy 
arrived from Natal and Ianni hitched in from 
the Berg completing the party and signaling 
that the fun was just about to begin. 

The first day of walking was from Coffee 
Bay to just the other side of Hole-in-the-Wall, 
a distance of about 11km. The hotel in the 
village of Hole-in-the-Wall offered some ice- 


cold beers and the beach provided warm water 
and excellent waves as an appetizer for what 
was to come. The river through the Hole was 
to be the only river crossing that necessitated a 
swim and the 40-odd metres provided a few 
hours of pleasant messing about. 

Mhlahlane exceeded our wildest dreams. 
Well, maybe not our wildest but it came close. 
Three derelict huts, a lawn covered in several 
varieties of cowpats and an entourage of 
inquisitive youngsters framed a perfect picture 
of hills and cliffs, rocks and sand, aloes and 
waves. Water, while not in the picture, was 
very much in our minds as there was none to 
be had anywhere along the trail. 

Tea became a priority and after much 
searching a pond was found that tried to look 
inviting but failed from about 70m away. Tea 
won but at a price and Delhi Belly exacted its 
toll during the night. Oh, one other thing. 
Never play Cheat with a lawyer and never 
jump to conclusions too fast. 

The local village also exacted, or rather 
extracted, its toll that night with some clothing 
disappearing from inside sleeping bags and 
under mats. The next morning a school of 
dolphins that had escaped the tuna tins 
provided welcome relief and set the tone for 
the rest of the day. Even the steepest hills and 
most tortuous of paths could not dampen the 
spirit which was, admittedly, fueled by 
molasses. A day of vistas obscured by wood 
smoke, and cliffs terminated by the sea at the 
bottom, was more than paid for by the sight of 
shaggy sheep silhouetted against the cliff edge 
and the unavoidable beauty of Manzimnyama, 
or Black Water, which hit you in the eye pretty 
much like a cricket ball. Hard. 

Again another night was spent in the open 
with the southern skies parading their 
immensity and the water claiming yet more 
victims. Tea had moved down the list of 
priorities to about number seven below Fear 
Of Having More Personal Belongings Stolen 
While We Are Asleep which was at number 
one for the first time on the trip. It was to hold 
its place for the next three nights, going 
platinum in the process. 

The 14 th July dawned just like any other 
day in that the sun rose in the east at the right 
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time and moved in the correct direction but 
there was a nip in the air that suggested 
something special. Could it possibly be an 
Independence Day plus Ten celebration? No! 
Alex swam for the first time in her life on her 
birthday in July and then walked for the rest of 
the day with five inflated and one popped 
balloon wallowing in her wake. 

As the song goes “. ..climb every 
mountain...'’'’ so the Transkei contours did just 
that, linking every high point to every low 
point with the straightest possible zigzag in the 
most African way. Beaches stretched to the 
horizon and sightings of soaring green disks 
were reported in the local beer halls. Waves 
beckoned and called, curling sexily under 
white foam lingerie, luring men and women to 
the dance floor, playing hard-to- get and then 
dumping them with impunity, leaving them to 
forget and try again. 

Tummies rumbled and lunchtime, the 
only time anybody knew with any certainty, 
hove into view at the end of the beach. 
However, all was not to be done so quickly. A 
river appeared from the hinterland and some 
boats from Mpumalanga and the obvious thing 
to do was to mess about in them which we did, 
pushing the back of the buoyancy envelope in 
the crossings. 

Lunch arrived and was soon followed by 
some much-needed exercise in the only 
climbable trees on the entire trip. The stop also 
highlighted the incredible universality of the 
art of eating Zoo Biscuits to exact the most 
possible satisfaction from them. 

The huts at Xora materialised just around 
the next bend along with a cooking hut, fresh- 
ish water, mattresses and a flower garden. 
Alex’s birthday was celebrated in traditional 
style followed by a detailed introduction to the 
hierarchical dictatorship of Asshole. Clear the 
table, please! 

In an attempt to introduce an air of 
efficiency and time management to the air of 
indolence that permeated the group, a 06hl5, 
six fifteen, quarter past six rise was initiated, 
and failed miserably by at least 45 minutes. No 
worries. Twelve rugged experienced and fit 
walkers could manage the ten kilometres to the 
Haven before lunch even if it meant forgoing 


one of the seven obligatory Tea Stops and 
Swims. , 4 

Obviously we made it in time and after 
lunch Harold and Coward, I mean Carol and 
Howard, left with the other drivers Galan and 
Rant to fetch the cars from Coffee Bay. The 
remainder of the group increased the 
population of the Hotel by at least 50% and 
probably increased their turnover and bar 
profits immeasurably. 

But like all good things, fun comes to an 
end when the generator stops at twelve. Or 
does it? Stranger things have been seen on the 
Haven golf course but not at that time of night. 

Once back in the grip of the western 
world, time takes over and the race is on. 
Getting back to some sort of unreality - so that 
we can escape as soon as possible back to the 
joys of travel, good company, and the simple 
pleasures of Life - is the goal of any person 
who has experienced the temporal distortion of 
the Wildest Coast of the Nicest Country. 

Some details that might interest future 
leaders and hikers of the Wild Coast and help 
them to enjoy the experience to the fullest 
follow: 

The section from Coffee Bay to Mbashe 
is 45km long. The days are 11km, 14km, 9km, 
and 10km in length. Please note that they are 
not 24 hours long - the sun merely rises and 
sets according to some rhythm that is beyond 
our control. Take a towel. A good Wild Coast 
walker always knows where his, or her, towel 
is. The beers at the hotel in Hole-in-the-Wall 
are cold and the seawater is warm. Take 
chlorine tablets and filters and Game to 
disguise the taste of the local watering holes 
unless you are a hardened connoisseur of 
waters from different comers of the universe. 

Never ever, ever leave anything of. 
sentimental value or otherwise outside your 
pack because it will be extracted along with 
things you never knew you had until the 
morning after. Also never leave your pack 
unattended on the brow of a hill as it may 
decide to have some fun by itself in a moment 
of unrestrained freedom. Above all enjoy it 
and treasure the moments ever after. 
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July 

Drakensberg 

Taking on the Towers 


Leader: Dave Acott 
by : Dave Acott 

Group: James Taylor, Carel Haumann, Robert 
Golgoll and Dave Acott 

How many times have club trips 
wandered their way past the towering spires of 
the Drakensberg, and wondered what it would 
be like to climb one of the free-standing 
monsters? 

This year, four club members set out to do 
just that. Leaving from Monk's Cowl Forestry 
Station, our intention was to summit all the 
peaks on the 
Mdedelolo ridge: 

The Amphlett, The 
Turrett, Sterkhom, 

Cathkin Peak, 

Monk's Cowl and 
Champagne 
Castle. 

Well, first 
things first - some 
haphazard plans 
somehow pulled 
through, and so at 
nine o'clock on a 
frigid July 
morning James 
Taylor, Carel 
Haumann and 
Robert Golgoll (all 
of whom had been 
on the first week's 
club trip) met me 
in Winterton. 

As always, 
packing took 
longer than expected, and packs ended up 
fuller and heavier than expected. But at 13h00 
that afternoon we finally set of for Keith Bush 
Camp - the others doubting that we would 


make it there by sunset. And so it was that in 
the fading twilight (more like moonlight) we 
entered the camp, fairly happy with our time 
of just over five hours. Even in that pale light, 
Sterkhom, Cathkin and 'the Cowl' stared down 
imposingly. Luckilly, we found some water at 
the camp - but a warning to future parties that 
water cannot be relied upon at this camp. 
Supper was hot and filling - that's all I 
remember before falling asleep. 

The morning was perhaps more relaxed 
than it should have been, and at about 08h00, 
we set off on our first task: to climb the 
Amphlett, The Turrett and Sterkhom; but more 
importantly, we wanted to familiarise 
ourselves with the conditions we could expect. 

Dividing the necessary gear between two 
daypacks, we headed back along the contour 
path (retracing our steps the previous evening) 
for an hour before breaking off the path and 
heading straight up a ridge covered in soft, 

rolling golden 
grass. And 
suddenly we 
sensed that NOW 
we were doing 
something more 
than just a bit of 
hill walking. 

The Amphlett 
is protected by 
two imposing 
rockbands. We 
took the first 
head-on, and 
found an easy (if 
crumbly) break; 
for the second we 
dropped our packs 
and headed up a 
gully on the 
northern side, 
which involved a 
tricky move to get 
around a 
chockstone. We 
descended via the standard south ridge, which 
was probably as easy as our unorthodox 
ascent. After picking up our bags, we made a 
quick trip to the base of the Turrett, where we 
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once again dropped our packs and made the 
simple scramble to the summit. After lunch, 
some steady walking and some (some? - lots) 
of careful route-finding through rockbands, 
combined with an intricate traverse of an 
exposed scree-slope, brought us to the 
northern summit of Sterkhorn. There is a 
definitely feasible line from the Sterkhorn 
Summits back to Keith Bush Camp, but as it is 
unmarked, and as darkness was encroaching, 
caution seemed the order of the day, and we 
descended via the normal route - which 
brought us down onto the opposite side. 

Again, supper was hot and filling ... 

A light breeze was blowing as we settled 
down to sleep, and over the night it picked up 
steadily. We woke up just before dawn with 
the wind pumping down the valley, and as 
dawn approached, the flapping of the tents 
only increased. Until, with one fowl gust we 
knew that this was just too strong for the tents 
to withstand. (The Kestrel had almost 
collapsed, and the Isodome, while still 
standing, has been known to snap poles in 
these conditions). So we put storm guylines to 
good use. Carel and Robert had it easy in the 
Kestrel, while James and I struggled, lying in 
the Isodome, whose poles had been de- 


tensioned. Just ourselves and a few rocks was 
all that kept the tent in the campsite. 

By 09h00, the wind finally scaled down 
its relentless attack, and we could strike camp. 
Group consensus was to shuffle our itinerary, 
and so it was that we spent the rest of the 
morning on the uphill slog known as Gray's 
Pass. And after four hours, we reached 
Nkosozana Cave. The cave is said to be 
inhabited by snow rats. Now, as anyone who 
has visited Hoare Hut should know, rats pose a 
potential hazard to innocent rucksacks. So 
with some amusement, we used our climbing 
gear to Suspend every piece of equipment we 
had from the roof. But we still had four hours 
of daylight to use (after a lengthy lunch), so 
Robert and I tried to get the most of the light 
conditions with our cameras. Robert captured 
some awesome images of the Nkosozana Falls 
lit through smoke from a fire in the ‘Little 
Berg’. 

In the morning we set off late, dragging 
our feet up the Nkosozana valley to the highest 
point on our trip, Champagne Castle, standing 
at 3377m above mean sea level. Legs ached, 
and lungs burned in the thin atmosphere. And 
the view from the top was incredible! 

Dumping our packs freed us, and we sped 
to the escarpment. From the edge we stared 
across at Cathkin and the Cowl, and I swear 
they stared back at us. Tall. Dark. Massive. 
Technical. Dangerous. And Motivating. So we 
got moving again - via our packs down Ship's 
Prow Pass, which is named after cliffs of rock 
which jut our from the top of the valley, 
dividing the upper sections in two. It is 
imperative to take the southern half, which 
descends gently, as opposed to the northern, 
which becomes a desperate scramble. After an 
hour and a half, the path flattens out onto a 
riverbed, and one begins boulder-hopping. 

Thankfully, our group was strong, fit and 
experienced, and we ate up the land in a 
further 90 minutes - but a weaker group could 
take twice as long. The exit from the pass is 
unclear, and we had to use map features to 
determine it. After following a strange set of 
beacons for some way, we gave up and bundu- 
bashed our way up some steep grass slopes to 
where we knew the path existed. 
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Ahhhh ... a contour path - our first in two 
days. We made as good a use of the daylight 
as we could, enjoying the 'Little Berg', but still 
ended up walking into Cowl's Fork campsite 
well after dark. Yet again. And were quickly 
asleep. 

This, our fourth night in the mountains, 
proved to be interesting; for at eleven in the 
evening, we were woken by approaching 
Basotho voices. Our gear was scattered around 
our campsite, so we rushed to gather it for 
safekeeping - which proved unnecessary. 
Slightly embarrassed at our paranoia, we put 
our heads back on our pillows, only to be 
woken an hour later by more voices. But this 
time the voices stopped in the riverbed - only a 
hundred metres from us - making camp for the 
night. 

The following two days held summit 
attempts on Cathkin and Monk's Cowl, and in 
the early sun these monsters loomed invitingly 

over us. 
Nervous and 
excited, we 
divided our 
gear into two 
piles - one 
for the next 
two days, 
and the other 
for a stash to 
be collected 
later. 

We set 
off up the 
riverbed at 
08h00, 
carrying our 
stash in our arms for the initial twenty 
minutes. After finding a prominent feature 
(important for collection purposes), we got 
going. 

From what we could make out, any path 
which may exist would be along the riverbed, 
and so we simply headed up here. The v- 
shaped valley soon narrowed to a small gorge, 
and in the cold shadows we found amazing ice 
features - surprising for such a low altitude. 
The shadows protected us from the 
encroaching sunlight, which, even in winter. 



can make walking in the lower 'berg 
uncomfortable. The first three hours of 
walking were pleasant, but the fourth became a 
nightmare slog as the gorge ended, and we had 
to ascend dangerous scree. 

Cathkin is a flat topped mountain, with 
walls higher than 500m in most parts making it 
difficult to ascend. The best line is the South- 
East Gully, which drains the top, and cuts a 
deep scar into these walls. Being winter, there 
was no water in the gully, but that probably 
made the ascent easier. Time was flying by as 
we made our way up the gully, past B and C 
grade scrambles. 

On we went. An exposed, sustained C 
traverse left led to a smaller gully, which goes at 
D/E. There is an alternate route on the right 
which goes at FI, and is primarily used when the 
gully is wet. We had only one (10.5 mm) rope 
on the trip, and so we roped all three of us on it, 
and climbed in two 25m pitches. 
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All too suddenly we were at the top of 
Cathkin Peak, signing the summit book, looking 
across to the challenge of Monk's Cowl, down to 
Keith Bush Camp, up to the escarpment, or out 
over the Natal Midlands. 

We headed back to the top of the final 
ascent gully - the plan being to follow our ascent 
in reverse, back to our packs. The ascent had 
taken four hours - and we had two hours of light 
in which to reverse it. Cathkin has two 
established abseil points down the South-East 
gully route, both with chain links through which 
to thread the rope. We put our trust in the slings 
at the first point, and threw ourselves backward 
off the rock. Then back across to the 
amphitheathre, down past the waterfalls, 
abseiling some of them (and collecting James on 
the way) back along the grassy traverse, and 
down some scree to our bags. With five minutes 
of light remaining. That's timing for you! 

After a quick snack, a long break and 
putting on some warm clothes, we began the 
final section of the day's activities - helped by 
the strong moonlight (see a pattern emerging?). 
Knowing that Cowl's cave was nestled gently in 
the escarpment face, 
we endeavoured to 
find it. Time after 
time, worthy 
candidates for the cave 
turned out to be 
deceiving shadows or 
unsleepable 
overhangs. As we got 
closer and closer to the 
nek, I wondered 
whether we would 
ever find the cave, and 
began facing the 
reality of a legitimate 
failure. 

Carel is one who never despairs or gives up, 
and just above the nek he found a little recess in 
the rock with some manmade walls to protect its 
inhabitants from the elements. Whether or not 
this is Monk's Cowl cave I know not, but the 
four of us squeezed ourselves in. 

We woke just before dawn, and began 
preparing ourselves for the challenge ahead. It 
had been decided previously that neither James 


nor Robert would be with Carel and I on the 
attempt, for lack of experience and technique 
could be potentially fatal. The sun rose at 06h05, 
and at 06h30 the intrepid pair started the five 
minute stroll to the start of the climb. We roped 
up, and completed the first pitch (E) with ease. 
The second pitch is the crux, and leads out left 
on an exposed, run-out F2 traverse. The third 
pitch is just a series of D grade climbs and 
traverses, and was easily done. 

I made the mistake of joining pitches two 
and three, and ended up belaying Carel from an 
anchor point. I am glad he never saw. But he 
made it up safely. The final moves involve a B 
scramble, with the 700m cliffs of the Dick Barry 
route dropping away only two metres away - 
exhilarating! And the last twenty metres to the 
summit felt like a red carpet. 

Monk's Cowl has a REAL summit - a small 
cairn on the highest point on a two metre wide 
band of rock, with drop-offs on either side. And 
from there, we were able to greet our colleagues 
down in the cave. After signing the summit 
book, and spending enough time to appreciate 
the view from the summit, we scrambled back to 


an anchor point above the start of the traverse 
pitch, and three abseils to the bottom of the 
climb. 

With all the objectives of the meet 
accomplished, we hurriedly set off - our minds 
firmly set on the car at the end of the climb. 

Now all that is left of the trip is memories 
and photos. And you can bet I'll be back in the 
'berg next year! 
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July 

Transkei 

Port St. Johns - Coffee Bay 


Leader: Rinky Vamvadelis 
by Nik Rabinowitz 




where we were introduced to the interchange¬ 
able use of “sweet / mali” as the appropriate 
greeting. It was at this stage that Bruce 
decided that he preferred pigs to piekenins and 
tried to befriend these small furry creatures. 

After politely refusing the use of the local 
ferry, we made the first river crossing of the 
trip, but only the shorter members got wet. 
Following a long stretch of pristine, untouched 
beach we stopped to have the first swim, lick 
some wounds, fix my fishing rod, and most 
importantly have some 
lunch. As the weather 
became temporarily 
threatening, we were 
introduced to the Wrinkle’s 
trademark windbreaker, 
following which she 
marshaled her troops back 
into action, and off to 
Mgazana mouth. 

Finding the mouth 
wide open, we were forced 
to make use of the services 
of three very eager ferrymen, engaged in fierce 
competition. After climbing another one of the 
now familiar Transkei hillocks, we met a 
Sangoma, who Christina asked to read her 
fortune. Unfortunately, she could not contact 


SUNDAY 5 th 

Liz and I were picked up in Coffee Bay 
by James and Aileen, who were in high spirits, 
having returned from a great jol at SAU 
hockey. We delayed our departure for Port St. 
Johns by two hours because of a tricky 
crossing in order to park the bakkie on the 
other side of the river. There was an outgoing 
tide and we were worried about sharks 
“chomping” Liz’s flashy tires! 

The first hut was situated about 1 km 
away, overlooking the beautiful third beach. (It 
was dark but we imagined it being nice). A 
special rapport had already been established 
with the locals, with the first batch of firewood 
vanishing into the dark. However, a lovely 
dinner was had by all, except for Phil, whose 
tomato was decimated as Liz sat on it. A sense 
of eager anticipation was definitely in the air .... 


Day 1 

After a leisurely breakfast watching the 
sunrise over the crashing breakers, and the 
wildebeest 
meandering 
through the 
flaming red 
aloes, we set 
off. Our first 
hill proved 
quite 

strenuous for 
some of us, 
but we felt 
good after 
conquering 
its 751-meter slope. However, we weren’t 
really meant to climb it, and the meters were 
really feet. Unperturbed by being led astray by 
the locals, and ignoring the indecision amongst 
top leadership, we carried on through villages, 
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the ancestors, as her German was a little rusty. 

Accompanied by a flock of guides, we 
reached our huts, nestled just above the shore, 
which provided a nice 
spot to have a little swim ; 
and wash. The caretaker 
had provided us with 
ample firewood, in the 
process decimating most 
of the indigenous 
vegetation of the area, 
but making a good fire 
and meal spot. Troyboy 
got his nickname 
“grumpy” and also 
received the inspiration 
for the theme song of his 
trip (Rickettseae), as Rinky’s Nike tick was 
replaced by some of its relatives from the 
bush. 

Troye laid out the blueprint for improving 
the backward primary health care of this 
region. The locals must be instructed to boil 
their water, brush their teeth, and not defecate 
near any river. (He has submitted this plan to 
Minister Zuma and hopes to be excused from 
any future community service in reward for his 
efforts)! 

With stiff shoulders I moved to bed, 
accompanied by the crashing waves against 
the shore and below my bunk James’s 
“gentle” snore. 

Day 2 

Every morning some of our intrepid 
explorers were up before dawn to seek out rare 
birds; go for a rotic-romantic without the man- 
walk; or perform interesting forms of Eastern 
martial arts. So, by the time the rest of us woke 
up, Bruce had spent two hours spying birds in 
the very thick thicket. Ails had been for a long 
stroll; and Phil had entertained the locals with 
some TTC (Transthaichi). 

We headed for Mpande, at the leisurely 
hour of 1 Oam. Shortly after we encountered a 
village of small followers who proceeded to 
hound and ridicule us for around two hours as 
we ignored their services and to our peril tried 
to navigate our way over Ndluluza (Brazen) 
head. (Though we did some good 


bushwhacking for a change.) Eventually, after 
completing a circular walk, we were shown the 
right path and left our followers to find other 

sources 0 f 

a— • - income and 
amusement. 
It was a 
good lesson 
in navigation, 
diplomacy 
and public 
relations! 

Follow¬ 
ing this we 
descended 
through 
thick 

corkwood and knobwood forests to our lunch 
spot alongside a tidal pool, where a few 
warriors performed the haka and other acts of 
bravery and defiance in the face of the mighty 
and deafening waves at the edge of the reef. 
Aileen was quick to whip out her scuba kit and 
explore this spectacular reef. 

A steep climb revealed a number of 
whales, and at the top, a magnificent view of 
the coastline we’d cover in the next couple of 
days. The Forest Bank shipwreck was visible 
in the distance near Hluleka, but unfortunately 
we never managed to view it up close. James 
was keen to kloof down the waterfall, but we 
took the more conventional route down to the 
welcome sands by the Sinangwana River. A 
magnificent swim; no sharks (until Bruce 
entered and Rinky uttered a spine-chilling 
scream); no prawns; but plenty of dolphins and 
frisbees. 

It was getting rather late by this stage, 
but not too late to stop off at the local 
backpackers (shebeen) to purchase a few 
quarts - before heading off to the huts at 
Mpande. James produced a marvelous 
chocolate mousse, and Ail’s offered midnight 
skinny-dipping; whilst many secret activities 
were under way in preparation for Caryn’s 
birthday. The Drakensberg boys’ choir was 
off to the shebeen to listen to some world cup 
soccer match. As the conversation turned 
towards love and other such things, I hit the 
sack. 
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prawns, and the prospect of reliving the 
experience of Nam ’69 - fully armed (with 
prawn pump) and real mud. 


A picturesque site greeted us on our 
arrival back at the huts, as the moon rose over 
Hluleka bay. Spirits warmed by the 
presentation of Rom’s delicious Transkei mud, 
it was natural to burst into song, with Nik and 
Christina giving a stirring version of “O Solo 

Mio” and destroying 
“Lady in Red”. 
However, the real 
entertainment was 
still in store for us as 
James and Rom burst 
into five solid hours 
of “Cullis Classics. 

When I left the 
four people at the fire 
[two couples? Ed.], 
these and other antics 
continued for some 
time, I presume... 


Day 4 

Woken up by the familiar sounds of Phil 
scratching for his yoga mat, and Bruce hauling 
out his binos and Roberts, we decided to brave 
the early morning and do some more 
unsuccessful fishing. The sunrise though was 
quite spectacular. 

Following a long scenic break, we headed 
down into the muddy mangroves of the 
Mtakatye River, where everyone became 
really excited at the millions of crabs and 


Day 3 

I woke to find that some friends had 
visited in the night, and Ail’s stove, kettle and 
kikoi, as well as Phil and Rodney’s suppers, 
had disappeared. Consequently there was 
renewed interest in the fishing rod, especially 
as Liz and 
Nik 

managed to 
catch some 
prawns - 
eventually. 

A great 
chorus then 
rang out as 
we sang 
Happy 
Birthday to 
Caryn and 
placed bets 
as to when 
her balloons 
would pop. 

We set off along the beach, before 
heading inland to the mielie fields of the 
Mtongo River valley - a fish eagle soaring 
high above. After this we met up with a 
woman named Mtazi, who showed us Mtongo 
and Sikelweni villages (the latter a meat 
market) before descending to the Mnenu River 
(with a flock of Christina’s friends) for a 
magnificent swim and lazy lunch. Put our rod 
together for the first time, we had a 
few casts, but Bruce was the only 
thing around and we really preferred 
shad to shark! 

Eventually back on track after 
some good naps, along some 
deserted beach towards Strachan’s 
Grant - alternatively Hluleka 
Reserve. Having scaled the ladder, 
we felt it a good time to have a G&T 
on the old veranda as we signed in at 
the office. After James had 
successfully chatted up a middle- 
aged ’Maritzburg matron, we 
dragged him off and found a 
promising stream where we fancied we might 
catch some of the fish jumping around in its 
waters. 
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Finding some holiday-makers, we 
managed to persuade them to ferry us across in 
their croc / waveski / outboard motors, while 
Philimon was left stranded all forlorn in the 
middle of the shark-infested Mtakatye river. 
Troye was able to display his river god skills 
in paddling across to safety. However, 
everyone then proceeded to get wet and 
muddy anyway in a massive mud-fight, with 
Bruce seeking serious retribution for wrongful 
acts committed against him. 

Feeling rather inferior after a certain 
woman’s claims that she’d caught a fish every 
night of the trail, we decided to carry on 
fishing in earnest. After a long walk to the 
Lwandile River, the “choir’ & Bruce had a 
long swim, whilst everyone else trekked up the 
hill, and descended through some silent green 
hills. 

Some rather heavy driftwood collected, 
the Boy Scouts were unable to light the fire at 
first, and had to resort to using some of 
Rodney’s spirits as a more effective catalyst: 
(the “gooi meths” technique) - upon which the 
eyes of the tiger lit up. 

The rest of our last evening was very 
festive indeed, enjoyed especially by those 
who tried the local produce! Rinky was 
enjoying cuddling up to Phil’s rear end, until 
he rather inconsiderately let out a rather loud, 
pungent fart. Christina got herself into a slight 
corner by informing us she’d been watching 
Rod’s bod! Though extremely amusing, we 
simply put this and other odd remarks down to 
language difficulties! 

Day 5 

The Rinkle, our friendly slave-driver, woke 
all at 6.30 am, and for a moment I wasn’t sure 
where I was. With the whips cracking we were 
away by 8, and with clouds approaching and a 
chilly wind in the air, we set off for Mdumbi 
mouth. We arrived there in an hour, with 
Christina setting record-breaking pace up front, 
for a distance that would normally have taken 
half a day! 

After another hour of break-neck speed we 
reached the enormous Umtata mouth, which 
Bruce quickly discovered to be unfordable. We 
boarded the slightly suspect ferry, four at a time. 


but managed to complete our last river-crossing 
intact, and still without any shark sitings. 

Over the next hill, we met a guide who 
generously and magnanimously agreed to show 
us a one-hour short cut to Coffee Bay. 

Harry the bakkie was found safe and sound, 
ready for the journey back to Port St Johns... 
Thanks to all for a superb hike! 

July 

Kalk Bay Caving 


Leader: Paul Macey 
by Warwick Board 

Group of 12 

A brisk start and the mole race began - 
with Silvermine the venue as the cavers came 



After a brief walk-in, including the 
complementary extra downhill and uphill 
courtesy of our leader, the first cave was 
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encountered : Clovelly Cave. Gentle sand 
caresses your body as you crawl through a 
labyrinth of constricted chutes, tunnels and 
burrows. Sand slowly infiltrates those 
forgotten places. A touch of claustrophobia 
and one mole is out; relief washes over as the 
sun, and space cascade over the skin. 

White Dome Grotto is next - wait here, 
why? A slight misunderstanding and then all is 
sorted - the rats have lunch as the moles 
continue to burrow. Katherine has a sand 
shower to assist in washing her hair. Cave 
Peak is then transected via Boomslang Cave - 
a breeze after Clovelly but a joke in 
preparation for the Grand Finale : Ronan’s 
Well to Robin Hood. 

After the obligatory stopover for a bite to 
eat at the amphitheatre on Cleft Peak, the furry 
creatures solemnly marched to their destiny - 
a sinister grotto leading to a scramble into the 
wells. Delicate balance moves followed by a 
crawl and then careful chimneying on the top 
of the wells yielded the “Handstand” - and the 
tortuous squash that follows. One of the moles 
then became stuck and thirty minutes of 
disquiet were followed by the usual grunts and 
groans as the squash continued. The final 
chimneying through the scree at the 
entrance to Robin Hood Cavern gained the 
dazzling luminescence of daylight. 

Nice of you to join us, Rosoco. A fine day 
with a good group of people. Why anyone 
would want to spend it in such a dark, musty 
and damp hole is for you to find out next year! 

Poetic Version 

Ronan’s Wells to 
Robin’s Wood 


by Ross McDonald & Jon Sherry 

A tale of prudent and daring 

exploration, completely unsupported 

_by any known government agency, 

fuelled only by the courage borne of years of 
experience and a slice of cold pizza. 


drive, arrive 
late, wait, irate 
talk, walk 

amble, ramble, scramble 
Boomslang, poepbang 
creep and crawl, inch and ooze 
echo, gecko, let go! 
run, fun, sun 

THE WELLS 

hesitate, deliberate 
convolution, expiration 
quite right 

deep, steep, shitty rock 

THE THINS 

wriggle, writhe, wrestle 
tight, fight, no light, no sight 
night 

decelerate, turbinate, undulate, corrugate 
rotate 

expurgate, ejaculate, extricate 

tortuous 

peristaltic 

expressive* explosive, explicit, 
emphatic, expletive 

THE HALLS 

vaulted, vaunted, pillared, arched 
parloured, alcoved, recessed, 
nooked and crannied 
salooned, boudoired and bowered 

THE WOODS 

The milkwood trees cast a 
dappled shade over the haphazard 
boulders in the glen. All was calm and 
the moss-covered rocks waited patiently 
in companionable silence for nothing in 
particular. 

Out in the open not a breath of 
wind stirred the scent-laden air and the 
heat hung heavily in the Amphitheatre. 

lunch, munch, crazy bunch 
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August 


Lion’s Head 
Granite 

TRAD CLIMBING 


Leader: Jayson Orton 
by Jayson Orton 


Climbing on granite is way different to 
what most Cape climbers are used to. 

Normally we crank on big sandstone 
jugs on the vertical and overhanging cliffs 
of the area, but at Lion's Head it is just the 
opposite. The granite gives you all angles 
from 90 degrees to 45 degrees with virtually 
no jugs. One climbs on the multitude of 
small crystals protruding from the rock, so 
one has to be constantly on the lookout for 
anything that may just come relatively close 
to being holdable. This 
was a new experience for 
most of those present. 

Nevertheless, 
despite a severe lack of 
leaders, much fun was 
had by all nine of us. 

The plan was to have 
everyone climbing trad 
style with two seconds 
following each leader, 
but due to the above- 
mentioned lack, we had 
to revert to top-roping. 

Three popular 
climbs were done, with 
the trickiest one. Scratch 
(17), providing one or 
two interesting, if not 
heart-stopping (for the 
unfortunate individuals 
that is) moments, as 
hiking boots and small 
crystals fought for 
supremacy on the eighty 
degree, 28m high arete. 
This certainly proved to 
be the most exciting 
climb of the day. 

The day was made 
all the more enjoyable 
by the fact that the 
weather was absolutely 
perfect, partly cloudy 
and cool, the whole day. 
In addition, we all made 
it back in time to see the 
'Bokke wallop a bit of 
All Black hide. 
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August 

Follow my Leader 

Mountain 
Leadership Course 

Leaders: Gabriel Athiros, Morgan Behr, 
Andrew Baxter, Euan Waugh 
by Wolraad Euvrard 

The Mountain Leadership Course, for all 
those who don’t know, is facilitated by the 
MCSA (Mountain Club of South Africa). It 
was run over a series of two weekend outings 
and three evening lectures. 

Several days before the course was due to 
begin, I received an email from Gabriel Athiros, 
the leader for the first weekend outing. In it I 
was asked to bring along, among other 
common-sense items, “several R1 pieces”! This 
baffled me as much as anyone else, but I was 
sure I would find out soon enough. 

Everybody congregated on Friday 


evening at the Sunbird Centre at Silvermine, 
where we would spend the weekend. We spent 
the evening braaing and getting to know each 
other; it turned out we were quite well 
internationally represented; participants from 
the USA, Holland, Leaf College, not to 
mention UCT. 

The following morning we got to an early 
start; first of all we were divided into four 
groups: North, South, East and West. We 
began the day with map- and compass-work, 
learning how to read maps and determine 
mountain features from them. Throughout the 
day frequent “R1 fines” were levied, for any 
action deemed by our esteemed convenor to be 
silly - he of course was immune to such fines 
and transgressed on numerous occasions! 

Towards late morning we had a team 
exercise/race in finding clues, using compass 
bearings and decoding a riddle. We all 
frantically ran around, trying not to leave the 
odd team member behind! The riddle was a 
well-known mountain-eering saying 
:”Mountains have no frontiers, only a view 
toward the heavens.” Thereafter we made a 
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break for lunch, which turned into a marathon 
match of ultimate frisbee - for the younger 
generation that is! 

All suitably tired out we reconvened for 
the later exercise of the day, Route Planning. 

In this, we were handed out satellite photos of 
the surrounding on which we began to plan the 
route that we were going to navigate that 
evening, weather permitting. Everything was 
planned to the T, estimated walk times, 
planned bearings; in short, at the end of this 
exercise, we knew the route like the back of 
our hands, or so we thought. This complete, it 
was already time for the RUGBY; SA vs. 
AUZZIES, the most important part on the day, 
according to Gabriel! 

Bets were taken and 
even an entrepreneurial 
few (Nick and Alan), 
tried betting for the 
Auzzies to increase their 
winning chances! We 
invaded the ranger’s 
lounge, occupying every 
inch of his floor. 

Two hours later we 
filed out and prepared to 
go on the night walk 
with the mysterious 
group activity (in brown containers) atop one 
of the peaks!? Sadly, the rain had not abated 
and thus, the hike was postponed to the 


following morning. 
Instead we learned 
about NAffs, NAchs 
and NPows in the 
Access and People 
Management discussion 
lecture. The latter part 
of the evening consisted 
of a game of charades, 
which as always proved 
to be highly amusing, to 
say the least! 

Early the following 
morning we set out; 
each person had to lead 
and navigate a pre¬ 
determined section (leg) 
of the walk. We arrived 
at the amphitheatre, where we had to 
implement a navigational technique known as 
“leapfrogging” to reach our next marker, 
where a breath-taking view of the whole of 
Table Bay and Kalk Bay awaited us. A truly 
magnificent experience, enriched only by the 
Old Brown Sherry we had to consume as our 
“activity”! 

The compass bearings seemed to sway 
somewhat hereafter. Nonetheless, we all made 
it safely back. 

The remainder of the day was spent 
learning about flora and hearing Latin names 
no one even tried to remember. This concluded 
our first weekend. 

The talks 
during the 
week were held 
on Campus in 
the Zoology 
building, on 
such topics as 
Food and 
Nutrition and 
First Aid, the 
foimer of 
which was so 
fascinating, 
that the 

Weather talk was postponed. The talk was 
given by an extremely knowledgeable member 
on the course, Howard. Highly fascinating was 
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the importance that diet plays in performance 
on the mountains. 

On Saturday, then, we met on Boyes 
Drive, where we proceeded up Muizenburg 
Peak for the Safety on Steep Ground module. 
Here we learnt various rope and climbing skills 
and techniques, as well as an array of knots. 

The climbers in the course showed 
themselves, by finding it irresistible to 
manoeuvre along any promising rock features; 
Howard, Brett, etc. From the peak, the 
stunning beauty of Muizenburg beach and the 
bay stretched sparklingly before us, providing 
a dramatic backdrop for some pics of true 
leaders!? 

Thereafter it was off to Du Toit’s Kloof, to 
the MCSA base hut, where we concluded the 
day with a braai and a session of cryptic riddles. 

The following morning Morgan Behr 
arrived bright and early, only to find half the 
pack still asleep, but at 9 am sharp we started, 
and spent the remainder of the morning being 
shown the latest in mountaineering equipment 
by Andrew and Andrew, the latter being the 
owner of Cape Storm. We salivated at what we 


saw; the prices on the other hand were quite 
sobering. * 

Driven on by slave master, Morgan, we 
broke up camp and set out for the highlight of 
the course... River Crossing!!! 

We practised the skills necessary for 
instigating a river crossing before setting up 
equipment to simulate a crossing,' and all 
(those willing to brave the icy waters) had a 
turn in testing the rig! 

The chill of the water, however, was soon 
drowned by the afternoon sun, which created an 
extremely lazy atmosphere - as demonstrated 
by everyone’s willingness to seek out the 
nearest rock. 

The final lecture, on Weather, was held 
at the MCSA Club House in Gardens which, 
by the way, boasts an amazing photo 
documentation of Cape Town in “the good old 
days” (1900 and earlier!). 

I’m sure I speak for all, when I say that 
we were all filled with a sense of pride in 
partaking in and completing the course, and it 
is most certainly recommended for those 
serious in mountain leadership. 
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DATES IN THE 

HISTORY OF 
ZUURBERG 


1878 Surveyor General of the Cape Colony 
orders an Inspection Report of land 
forming part of Crown Lands in the Field- 
cornetcy of Warm Bokkeveld. 

1879 The extent of this new farm Zuurberg is 
surveyed. The Witels Kloof is reflected on 
the survey diagram. 

1895 Her Majesty Victoria, ‘by the Grace of 
God of the Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Ireland, Defender of the Faith’, grants 
Charles Macleod the Crown Land of 
Zuurberg for a sum of 200 pounds. 

1916 G.F. Travers Jackson enters the Witels 
from Sentinel Peak. He descends the kloof 
but climbs around the swims. 

1928 A.B. Berrisford attempts a complete 
passage of the Witels from Mitchell’s Pass 
- he also avoids the swims, preferring to 
climb around. 

1933 UCT MSC founded. 

1936 Decision to erect a hut at Waaihoek. 
Building started in December. 

1937 C. Kaplan attempts a descent of the Witels 
from the hut. He crosses the first 3 swims 
but climbs out at Tunnel Swim. 

1938 The Waaihoek Hut (now called Pells’ Hut) 
is completed. This provides a base for 
exploration of the Hex River Mountains as 
well as a venue for skiing during winter. 

1945 The MCSA obtains a servitude over a 
portion of Zuurberg. 3 non-members 
perish in a blizzard while ascending 
Waaihoek : Rules for ascent established. 


1946 Rescue from the Witels - the flooding 
river necessitates carrying the injured 
climber out over Skurweberg, an 
exhausting 2 days of stretcher carrying. 

1948 First Base Hut built. 

1950 Middle Hut built. M. Mamacos ascends 
the Witels from Mitchell’s Pass to 
Waaihoek Peak in 4 and 1/2 days - having 
swum across all the swims. 

1951 Descent of Witels from Hut to Mitchell’s 
Pass is described in the MCSA ‘Journal’. 

1952 Waaihoek Hut rules established. 

1955 Alan Yates describes the ‘Adderley Street’ 
route of entry to the upper Witels. 

1957 Perry Refuge, the ‘permanent tent’, 
erected as an emergency shelter at the 
Sentinel Camp. Impressive slalom 
performances at Waaihoek as a result of 
good snow conditions. 

1958 Pells’ Hut named after Prof. Eddie Pells’ - 
a club founder and hut builder. Ski lift 
constructed in Long Gully. Peak Hut 
completed (now known as Mamacos Hut). 

1961 After 2 years of negotiations, Neville Pells 
secures the purchase of Zuurberg at a cost 
of 2000 pounds (donated to the club). This 
required contacting the 7 scattered sons 
and daughters of the late Captain 
Heindrich Ludwig Scharmberg, the owner. 

1962 New Base Hut built - only to be razed by 
bush fire a few weeks after completion. 

1963 Necessity for conservation of Zuurberg 
recognised - including the eradication of 
cluster pine and other alien vegetation. 

1964 Second (existing) New Base Hut built. 

1966 Map of Witels appears in UCT MSC 
journal. 

1968 Ecological stress on the Witels noted - 
pollution becomes a problem. Decision to 
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build a new ski lodge; site chosen and 
foundations laid. 

1969 Design for new hut finalised. 4 and 1/2 
tons of wood, 5 tons of aluminium carried 
from Lorely to Pulpit Rock by SADF 
helicopters in the ‘Great Waaihoek 
Airlift’. SADF helicopters ferry material 
to Pulpit Rock. An earth tremor starts fires 
on Zuurberg - rapid action by the hut 
convenors ensures the safety of the huts. 

1970 First hectic party in the new hut. Fires 
caused by earthquakes result in another 
close battle. 

1971 Official opening of Hoare Hut by Sir 
Richard Luyt on 8 May : 100 people 
attend. Total cost of new hut R1400. 

1972 The MCSA lead regular pine hacks in 
Middle Valley. 

1973 The farmer at Loreley refuses access to 
Waaihoek across his farm. Matter is 
resolved only after a visit by the Deputy 
Principal. 

1975 The threat of over exploitation and alien 
vegetation is highlighted again. Permit 
system for access to Witels introduced. 
Guidelines and rules for use of the kloof 
are formulated. 

1976 There is a proposal to dam the Wite|s. A 
strip map of the Witels is produced for the 
club. 

1979 Zuurberg declared part of an official 
mountain catchment area. 

1980 A Witels conservation sub-committee is 
suggested and objectives are outlined. 

1982 A new ski lift motor is installed. 

1984 Fire threatens the huts again. More pine 
hacking takes place in the Witels basin. 

1985 Hoare Hut receives a (truly exceptional) 
toilet after 12 years of planning. 


1986 The making of fires on Zuurberg is 
prohibited. An application form for entry 
to the Witels is introduced and 
applications are channelled through Sports 
Administration. 

1987 The Waaihoek footpath is improved by 
Forestry. The Ceres Mountain Fynbos 
Reserve - which includes the lower Witels 
Kloof - is established. 

1988 Hoare Hut receives a water tank. The re¬ 
construction of Mitchell’s Pass begins, 
resulting in the closure of the Junction 
Pool Parking Area. 

1989 The club buys a chainsaw. Fire ravages the 
central part of Zuurberg. The Witels 
administration is revised and a computer 
program is incorporated. 

1990 A management plan for Zuurberg is 
devised. A survey of alien vegetation on 
Zuurberg is undertaken. 

1991 Pine hacks gain new momentum. 

1992 A huge mid-winter search and rescue for 
Nicholas Penny in the Witels is 
unsuccessful. His body is never recovered. 
Club member Cathy Mallory is paralysed 
after a fall during a pine hack. Access 
issues become a significant factor on the 
Waaihoek side. 

1993 Club member David Tomalin falls and 
dies in the Witels during a permit¬ 
checking trip. Farm Vredehoek (on the 
Waaihoek side) is subdivided into 7 
portions - raising more access problems. 

1994 Encroachments by farmers on the northern 
boundary of Zuurberg identified. A survey 
is followed by leases of small parts of 
Zuurberg to the encroaching farmers. The 
Air Force airlifts pine hackers onto the 
slopes of Mitchell’s Peak for the first time. 
All the Zuurberg huts are insured for the 
first time. The conservation portfolio is 
introduced onto the committee. 
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1995 Fire reaches Zuurberg between Point 
High and Zebasberg : entire Waaihoek 
route badly burnt. Zuurberg Archives 
launched. Talks with MCSA regarding 
incorporation of Zuurberg into a greater 
Hex River Conservancy. Servitude 
rights of access are secured over most 
(excluding 1) of the farms on the 
Waaihoek side. A 17 year access 
agreement over the Kweperfontein farm 
to gain access to Adderley Street is 
negotiated. 

1996 Large 25th birthday party for Hoare Hut 
is attended by many original hut 
builders. Exceptional snow falls - patches 
of snow well into December. Pells’ Hut 
loses its roof in heavy winter winds. 

1997 Pells’ Hut roof repaired with minor 
modifications, including a bay window. 
Air Force helicopters ferry the material. 
Poorest snowfalls in club memory. 

1998 Road survey conducted on the Waaihoek 
side. First club-owned snowboard 
placed in Hoare Hut. First organised 
‘Annual Waaihoek Race’ won in 1 hr 
15mins. Plans for a new Base Hut 
initiated. 

GENERAL: 

Questionnaire conducted to assess the 
development and other needs of the 
club. The club supports an altitude- 
sickness affected climbing trip to Nepal. 

UCT MSC Website relaunched: 

sportsclubs.uct.ac.za/mountain 


[Updated from the ‘97 MSC Journal] 
by Oily Leinberger 


Insight 

Absolute Efficiency 
of Edible Pulpy Mass 
Coverings 
in Vehicular Theft 
Deterrence 

James Latimer Taylor et al 

(Zuurberg Advanced Institute of Higher Learning. (ZAIHL)) 

Abstract: 

The outer coverings, commonly known as 
skins, of certain edible pulpy masses have long 
been suspected as highly efficient deterrents 
against the theft of many types of vehicles, 
particularly privately owned sedan type cars 
parked before a Waaihoek ascent. 

We at ZAIHL have been able to 
unequivocally demonstrate the validity of 
these claims. We achieved this remarkable 
result by modifying programs formerly written 
by experts at Los Alamos to model the fluid 
dynamics at the core of thermonuclear 
explosions. 

The problem: 

It is generally accepted that cars in our 
universe are stolen; this we assumed as one of 
our basic premises. The problem we were then 
faced with was exactly how these cars get stolen. 
An earlier paper published in The Royal Journal 
of Aberwaxities came to these conclusions: 

People can drive cars, cows can not drive 
cars. People have opposable thumbs but cows 
don’t; hence it is the opposable thumbs which 
give the ability to drive cars. 

Now I am a human, but I don’t steal cars; so 
we must have some other culprit, but, as shown 
above, the hew criminal must have at least two of 
those marvellous thumbs which bend in the 
opposite direction to the rest of the digits. 
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The previously mentioned 
paper went on later to show that the 
terrible car-stealing beasts had to 
be baboons. This conclusion met 
with widespread approval and, as it 
is currently a fully accepted theory, 
we adopted it as our only other 
premise. , 

Using both the fact that cars 
are stolen and that baboons are the 
villainous fiends perpetrating these 
crimes, we set the simulation 
running on the specially modified machines. 

The simulation examined every possible 
finite universe where our two premises were 
fundamental laws of nature and then varied the 
initial conditions of each of these scenarios 
until one was found such that no human could 
ascend to Point High without sweating. There 
was only one, confirming that we had uniquely 
defined our whole existence. 

Finally, with a total understanding of the 
nature of nature, we could answer the deepest 
question man had ever dared to ask. “How can 
we stop these baboons from stealing cars?” 


overnight around the city centre and others on 
randomly selected farms around Zuurberg. A 
certain fraction of these cars were defended by 
appropriately positioned banana peels. 

The confirmation was undeniable, some 
cars were stolen, but none of these had had the 
banana peels. 

Conclusion: 

The above results speak for themselves. 
No living man or woman can afford to leave a 
parked car unattended without carefully 
positioning the appropriate skins from a 
yellow, elongated, edible pulpy mass. 


Findings: 

The answer 
was simpler than 
anybody ever 
dreamed. A fresh 
banana peel had to 
be placed on top of 
the rear left tyre. 

Confirmations: 

We were 
astounded. Could 
this simple answer 
truly be it... the 
answer to our 
deepest longings 
for understanding? 
It had to be tested. 

We took 

several samples of 
cars, all unlocked, 
some left 



Earlier 

unconfirmed, claims 
along similar lines to 
those contained in 
this paper were met 
with some scorn and 
disbelief by respected 
members of our club. 
I and the members of 
my team can only 
hope we have 
completely dispelled 
any dangerous 
misconceptions club 
members might have. 

Lets all work 
together to completely 
eliminate car thefts in 
our province, our 
country, our planet 
and on the farms 
around Zuurberg. 
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July 

Witzenberg Slabs 

- NO, NOT WITZENBERG! 


Leader: Morgan Behr 
by Adriano Iorio 

The July vacation is always a welcomed 
breather in the year. One can either return to 
the mountains after a particularly stressful 
exam period and relax - as the people on the 
trips to the Transkei and Drakensberg did - or 
arb off somewhere like I did up in the friendly 
city of Johannesburg. 

So when the third term started I was 
rearing to go and tackle some of that Western 
Cape Hex River Mountain Range. The 
Witsenberg Slabs was where it was at! 

The pre-hike meeting was interesting to 
say the least. It was my first acquaintance with 
Morgan Behr, our leader. I was to find out the 
hard way that “hikes with Morgan Behr are 
always challenging” - Pierre Hoffa, MSC 
Journal 1997. 

The trip up to the Witsenberg was aimed 
to be a pre Mountain Leadership Course 
preparation outing and emphasis was to be 
placed on skills such as mapwork and 
navigation. In true Morgan Behr style, the pre¬ 
hike meeting was given by Clyde (our own 
intrepid adventurer-come-leader), as an 
experience-gaining activity. At this point I felt 
that this outing for the four of us was 
definitely geared towards hardcore 
mountaineers by the sounds of what Morgan 
was planning. Yip, I checked later on my hikes 
list, this was a toughie; Grade = Difficult. 

We were joined early Friday evening by 
Paul and Hans, new additions to our party. We 
left Cape Town at around six o’clock making 
good time to Ceres. The trip there seemed so 
much shorter as Paul and Hans kept us 
entertained with their amazing stories of trans- 
Africa travels. We headed off to the farm at 
the base of the Calendar Slabs, where we 
would sleep on Friday night. 

After a solid night’s sleep we woke up at 
the crack of dawn. There was no time for a 


relaxed breakfast ,or to quietly absorb the 
magnificent Calendar Slabs, or to ponder the 
meaning of life. “So we leave in fifteen 
minutes,” Morgan announced as we emerged 
from our icicle-coated tent. Hastily Wolraad 
and I started to pack up and munch breakfast 
as fast as possible. “Five minutes - we leave in 
five minutes.” And as sure as the Blue Hills of 
Chile, Morgan left after five minutes. Luckily 
we weren’t so far behind and caught up 
quickly, but I realised then that Morgan was a 
no-nonsense, be-on-time-or-I-leave-without- 
you leader. 

We found that Morgan had just 
disappeared around the corner and waited for 
us there, where he gave us an introduction to 
basic map-work. We orientated the map and 
identified where ‘x’ marked the spot and 
planned our route up towards the slabs. The 
route we were going to take was through the 
Witgang Kloof and then up to the Calendar 
Ridge where we would then proceed to bag 
North Peak. 

The pace was set by Morgan, and the rest 
of the party followed suit up through Witgang. 
The open vlaktes that we crossed were covered 
with that yellow shrub that is so prevalent in 
the Cape, and whose name few people know. 
The Calender Slabs, the awe inspiring natural 
super structure of nature, provided an intensely 
dramatic backdrop for the sight we beheld. 

The Witsenberg Slabs, however, were 
apparently to be the reward for conquering the 
ravine we were headed up, which looked 
daunting to say the absolute least. I couldn’t 
wait. 

The trail we weren’t following, but rather 
making, up the pristine mountainside made its 
way through some very dense vegetation at 
times and a natural marsh. The overwhelming 
yet nostalgic smell of buchu is what we were 
out in the mountains for. The smell of buchu 
meant life to me; you could say I was getting 
drunk on it all the way up. 

We stopped at about noon for a short 
lunch. The views below us were truly 
inspiring. I couldn’t imagine what it must 
seem like from the top. We pushed on. 

At what must have been three quarters of 
the way up, I started taking strain and all those 
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Seeing that I have not yet conquered the 
Witsenberg Slabs, I will be back, and victory 
will be sweet when I gaze off into the horizon 
- knowing that I have fulfilled a mission. I 
look forward to the day. 


lazy weeks of exams and holidays were taking 
their toll. Eventually my legs cramped and I 
could go no further. It was difficult to do at the 
time, but I had to turn around under the firm 
leadership of Morgan. So it was with a much- 
deflated ego 
and sense of 
shrivelled 
pride that 
Wolraad and 
I headed 
back the way 
we came. 

The rest of 
the party 
continued to 
complete 
their original 
game-plan. 

After a 
long stop „ 
and recovery 
break we 
headed 
down. By 
late 

afternoon 
Wolraad and 
I managed to 
reach an 
open vlakte 
between the 
Witgang 
Kloof and 
the kloof we 
had just 

descended from. It was here that we decided to 
spend the night, as there was a stream nearby 
and we were not one hundred percent sure of 
the way back. 

The remainder of the evening we spent 
atop a rocky outcrop watching the shadow of 
the mountain race past us, as the sun set on the 
other side of the Hex. It was then in true 
tradition that we broke out the Tuna Mate and 
prepared ourselves a glorious dinner - Moreish 
Mushroom flavour! 

The next morning we left camp at about 
nine o’clock to be back at the cars just after 
midday. The way back held an adventure in 


store for Wolraad and myself. We didn’t quite 
know exactly which kloof to go back down, 
and did not recognise any of the surroundings. 
We nearly got ourselves into a temporarily 
displaced position but luckily we had noted a 

fascinating rock 
formation on the 
way up, which 
was our saving 
grace when we 
recognised it on 
the way down. 

We arrived 
safely at the cars 
and were joined 
by the rest of the 
party, their 
objectives being 
fulfilled. Before 
heading back to 
Cape Town after 
a particularly 
eventful 

expedition in the 
mountains, we 
cooled off in a 
stream where we 
revitalised 
ourselves for the 
journey home. 

I learnt much 
from this outing 
in the mountains, 
namely: 

1) it is wiser to 
turn around 
rather than to jeopardise the safety of the 
rest of the party, no matter how difficult it 
may be to admit defeat; 

2) it is important to observe your 
surroundings and be aware of prominent 
features around you and 

3) any hike with Morgan Behr as a leader 
will be a memorable one! 
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disillusioned group of waterlogged 
amphibians ambling down the mountain. But 
the initial elation at being found soon 
became mortification - the remainder of the 
walk was uphill, and when I say ‘uphill’, I 
mean uphill. We survived wind, rain and 
talking stomachs, only to defrost our toes in 
front of the fire and enjoy 
the best cooking that our 
Afrikaner counterparts 
could offer us (man, can 
they cook!) 

: Saturday was 

inordinately relaxed. While 
some delighted in pine- 
h ac ki n 8 (somebody’s got to 
’ 1 stop this alien nonsense), 
r ' '1 others did some serious 

roc k-climbing on the ‘wart’ 
an< ^ the ‘pimple’ (the hills 
J " V, :. v really did have some 
L - ' ' unbecoming facial 

features). 

For those that couldn’t separate 
themselves from the ever-exhilarating 
concept of ‘work’, there was much studying 
to be done. The rest of us played a variety of 
card games and / or lazed in the sun as if we 
were laid out to dry from the night before. 

Saturday night was a combination of 
rugby rejoicing, singing songs (or sitting in 

. awe listening 

-JjB to Nicky), 

. IS playing and 

H freezing. The 

^' s ,Vh?’>W I p limited 

£«. i ir, supply of 
, % ‘mattresses 

'jkmd *55 j f.. - J*®* i also resulted 

in vain 

I increased the 

-SSJmsviliB&M appreciation 

of our beds at home. 

The pleasant walk back to our vehicles 
was followed by a pleasant lunch in 


August 


Joint Meet 

UCTMSC - BTK 


Leader: Ross McDonald 


Version 1 

by Ruth Woudstra 


Having accepted the generous invitation 
to join Stellenbosch’s Berg en Toerklub for a 
weekend at their hut in the Groot 
Drakensteinberge, we had high expectations. 
But the BTK’s good intentions came under 
serious suspicion ., 

when a group of 
unsuspecting UCT 
hikers got horribly 
lost in the dark 

(Episode 1 of <vt'v \ 

‘Matie Revenge | -A- ■' 


Eight of us hit I ** 
a fork in the road r Sjfr x 

and contemplated 

contemplating the 
wrong fork. 

In the mean time, Ross had apparently 
gone off on his own mission, only to meet a 
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Franschoek (at a restaurant with pleasant 
tablecloths and even more pleasant 
waitresses!) But despite all the pleasantness, 
the food was divine and the company good- 
humoured, although the manager didn’t 
agree. 

This entertaining weekend will be 
remembered for little red arrows that are 
invisible at night, interesting desserts with 
edible treasures hidden within, and most of 
all, breath-taking views immensely 
facilitated by daylight! 

Version 2 

by Ross McDonald 

Or Cross-cultural experiences 
- of the organized kind - 
as revealed by Ross 


A Large Mass of Humanity [LMoH] 
congregated in an amorphous 
conglomeration outside the Sports Centre. 

In the ensuing confusion the entire LMoH 
managed to get itself into an equally eclectic 
collection of transportation devices and, 
incredibly, get itself moving in a quasi- 
organized fashion towards the sprawling 
alien metropolis of Stellenbosch. 

The sprawling alien metropolis of 
Stellenbosch contained within it a sprawling 
complex, the likes of which have never been 
seen at UCT. The Neelsie, although alien in 
existence, provided a chance to remember 
the good times back at home over an ice-cold 
brew of hops, barley and water. 

Our LMoH met the alien LMoH, which 
proved to be decidedly larger and not as 
alien as first made out to be. There was still 
a language barrier although it soon 
succumbed to the repeated bludgeoning and 
degenerated into a mixture of lewd sign 
language and pidgin. 

Again the LMoH managed to fit into the 
transportation devices and again make its 
way towards another totally dissimilar 
environment with which it was totally 


comfortable. At last there was common 
ground between the two LMoHs even if it 
was a thriving pine plantation bowing 
beneath squalls of rain and wind surging in 
from the west. 

After missing the totally conspicuous 
wooden, red, six-inch-high signs in the now 
Stygian darkness and running around in the 
pouring rain pretending that it knew which 
way to go, half the LMoH decided that it had 
better go back to find the other half that 
suddenly wasn’t there any more. 

Anyway, to cut a short story even 
shorter, the LMoH met its somewhat better 
off other half late in the night, had supper 
and played Arsehole much to the annoyance 
of the other, alien, LMoH. 

The first of the bizarre cross-cultural 
experiences were experienced the next 
morning. Moerkoffie en beskuit. The rest of 
the day was spent in rather isolated cultural 
circumstances although some assimilation 
was evident on the rockfaces surrounding the 
very organized “hut”. 

Meal times and the organization evident 
- ladies in the kitchen and men around the 
fire - provided yet another glimpse of the 
“other side”. The efficiency and ease with 
which 70 meals [three-course meals] were 
prepared was astounding. Both LMoHs 
knew how to relax and the afternoon was 
spent assuming various prostrate and prone 
positions among the grass tussocks outside 
the hut. 

Later that evening, a further act of 
culturalization and assimilation occurred. 
Hands eagerly grasped the guitar and fingers 
plucked the strings while voices, warmed by 
good wine, prepared themselves. The entire 
book of song and verse was sung from cover 
to cover, and then again in both MSC- and 
BTK-speak. 

The aliens were not so alien after all - 
it’s probably just in our minds. The 
mountain environment proved to be very 
relaxing [as always] and, united by a 
common love for fresh air, high peaks and 
good company, the now even larger LMoH 
made its way back to the transportation 
devices at the foot of the hill. 
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Lyrics from the 

MSC Songbook: 


“Happy Wanderer” 

page 9 


“The Sound of Music” 

page 46 

The hills are alive, 

with the sound of music. 

With songs they have sung 
for a thousand years, 

The hills fill my heart 

with the sound of music 
My heart wants to sing every song it hears; 

My heart wants to beat 

like the wings of the birds 
that rise from the lake to the trees; 
My heart wants to sigh 

like a chime that flies 
from a church on a breeze 
To laugh like a brook when it trips 

and falls over stones on its way, 

To sing through the night 

like a lark who is learning to pray. 

I go to the hills 

when my heart is lonely, 

I know I will hear what I’ve heard before, 
My heart will be blessed 

with the sound of music, 

And I’ll sing once more. 


I love to go a wandering 
Along the mountain track, 

And as I go I love to sing 
My knapsack on my back. 

Chorus: Val-de-ri, val-de-ra 
Val-de-ri, val-de-ra 
My Knapsack on my back 

I love to wander by the stream 
That dances in the sun, 

So joyously it calls to me: 

“Come join my happy song.” 

I wave my hand to all I meet 
And they wave back to me. 

And blackbirds call so loud and sweet 
From every greenwood tree. 

High overhead the skylarks sing, 

They never rest at home, 

But first like me they love to sing 
As o’er the world we roam. 

Oh! may I go a wandering 
Until the day I die, 

Oh! may I always laugh and sing 
Beneath God’s clear blue sky. 


81 



Caniims Camera 

Your ONE /W minilab on Campus 


☆ 20% STUDENT DISCOUNT 

on colour developing & printing 
'A' ONE HOUR developing & printing service 


sY FREE COLOUR 20x30cm enlargement 

with each colour film handed in for developing & printing 

Also ... 


3 Enlargements up to 20x30 cm 
3 Film specials 
3 ID/Passport photographs 
3 Camera sales 
3 Camera repairs 
3 B/W and colour slide processing 
3 PowerPoint Slides 


3 Box mounting/framing 

3 Photographer available for 
functions 

3 Official display area for 
varsity, rag, sport and 
social photographs 

3 Fax service 



Open Monday to Saturday 



P D HAHN BUILDING, CHEMISTRY MALL UPPER CAMPUS 

@686 7198 FAX: 686 7199 
EMAIL: CAMERA@PSIPSY.UCT.AC.ZA 



































































UCT MSC Journal ‘98 



August 

Off-Route 

ON TABLE MOUNTAIN 


Leader: Warwick Board 
by Jayson Orton 

“The Magical Mystery Mountain Goat 
Traverse”, not to be confused with a ride up 
the cable car, went smoothly despite some 
atrocious weather. Captain “Billy Board” had 
been hoping for some rain and cloud to add to 
the excitement, but it seemed that at least eight 
of us were happy to settle for bright sun and 26 
degrees. 

After shuttling cars we began at Newlands 
forestry station and wandered (rather fast) up 
to the base of the very beautiful Hiddingh 
Ravine. We followed this up the water course 
’till about half-way up - then an exposed 
traverse round the ridge brought us into 
Ascension Ravine. A break and a breathtaking 
view was enjoyed by all on top of the pulpit 
before we continued to the top of the mountain 
and the start of CarrelTs Ledge. This was a 
very exposed and “raaather” high traverse, 
which brought us back to the top of Table 
Mountain. We then headed to Fir Tree Ravine 


scramble up Saddle Face. Since five of us 
had never been to Maclear’s Beacon, we 
headed across to it for a quick break. From 
here a brief stroll brought us back to the top 
of the left face where we scrambled down to 
a traverse at about 770 - 800m which led us 
across the entire face of T.M. to Africa 
Ledge - where everyone cooled off at the 
Lily Pond. The final obstacle was Kloof 
Ridge, which was followed via the Pinnacle 
variation (for some) to the level of India 
Buttress where we regained the main descent 
path to the Cable Station. 

After seven and a half hours of walking 
and scrambling we can truly say that we’ve 
now “done” T M... Eight of us were really 
tired and the moral of the story was thus 
hammered home : “Never be led on a long 
hike by someone who has just come back 
from the Himalayas!”. 

But all said and done, it was actually a 
walk in the park - the Table Mountain 
National Park! 

I “Who said what...” 

Warwick, arriving at 8:27 after making 
the rest of us get up early to be there at 7:45 
: “ Yeah, I know I’m late - but I worked ’till 
3 o ’clock this morning on my thesis /” 


where a tricky scramble brought us down to a 
lower ledge 

on Which AN EXCITING MOMENT ON THE MYSTERY MOUNTAIN GOAT TOUR 

most of us 
met our 
first 

Himalayan 
thar. 

We 
followed 
the ledge 
around 
towards the 
left 

face area 
and once 
more 

gained the 
top of 
T.M. via a 
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August 

Trekking through 
the Tsitsikamma 


The Tsitsikamma trail started very early 
in the morning. On arriving at 6.30am on the 
morning of the selections, I found that a new 
squatter camp had been set up in the Student’s 
Union! Caroline and Luke were fast asleep on 
their mattress, Karen, Sarsh and Un where all 
trying to find space on another mattress, a 
number of other people were standing around, 
and in the middle of it all was a bright yellow 
tent, out of which Adriano and Brett 
eventually crept. 

A few days after the memorable (for some) 
cocktail party, the seventeen Tsitsikamma 
trailists met again at UCT and headed out for 
the garden route. The frustration of being 
cooped up in a car finally got to Brett, Adriano 
and myself at Gourit’s River, and we decided to 
throw ourselves of the bridge. On surviving the 
bridge swing we got back on the road and 
continued on to Nature’s Valley. 

There we were introduced to our first hut. 
The huts were very comfortable for trail huts, 
complete with large outdoor fireplaces, banks 
and mattresses and, in this case, hot showers. 
Unfortunately it was a bit to overcast too head 
down to the beach, and instead enjoyment was 
found in paddling canoes on the river using a 
broom as a paddle. 


The walking on all the days was relatively 
easy, except for one or two steep hills such as 
climbing out of Nature’s Valley on the 1 first 
day or crossing Rushes Pass on day three. But 
even on these uphill sections the pace set by 
Adriano, and maintained by almost everybody, 
was quite lively. Blisters seamed to be the 
biggest problem on this trail with Karen 
succumbing to her boots in the first half a day. 
Fortunately she had come prepared and so 

could swap to her takkies. Guy went the 
other way as his takkies were giving him 
hassle and so he took over Karen’s 
boots. But this did not solve the problem 
and so he eventually finished in my 
takkies. I believe that Un is now filling 
Karen’s boots. I get the feeling that 
Karen's boots “weren’t made for 
walking!” 

The scenery was very varied with 
some sections through thick indigenous 
forests and others up on the flanks of the 
mountains. Much of the mountain slopes had 
been burnt during the huge fires a few months 
previously, but this did not affect the 
enjoyment of the trail. In some cases the 
aftermath of the fire created breathtaking 
scenery. The most spectacular sections were 
walking through the burnt out pine forests. 

There were a number of beautiful streams 
and pools along the way, but the water was 
cold enough for swimming to become a 
shocking, refreshing experience, rather than a 

time consuming 
recreational 
activity. The lunch 
spots were 
generally timed to 
be at these pools in 
order to allow for 
as much warming- 
up time as 
possible. Time was 
also taken at lunch 
to complete the 
three-minute 
Provita Challenge. 
The proper 
technique was 
discussed and 


Leader: James Cullis 
by James Cullis 
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experimented with until eventually on the final 
night Gavin and Adriano succeeded in beating 
the clock. 

The evenings were the usual festive 
occasions, and many hours were spent gazing 
into the depths of the fire and solving the 
problems of the world. There were a number 
of more physical matchbox problems and 
riddles that were also solved during these 
chilly evenings. Another favorite topic of 
discussion was what everybody was eating. 
Evening meals ranged in complexity from 
Gavin’s tomato flavoured rice to Pasta a la 
Robyn. Caroline took particular interest in 
tasting and photographing everybody’s 
offerings. 

Another form of evening entertainment 
was chopping wood. Almost everybody had 
their go, but it was unanimously decided that 
Stina the Finnish Lumberjack was the best at 
handling the axe. Stina also attempted to 
educate the masses by teaching us a little 
Finnish song about a boy catching a whale or 
“Cala” (complete with hand actions). These 
international sign-songs were great fun, but I 
do not think that any of us have much future as 


The final day’s walk to the Storms River 
Bridge was short and easy. Fortunately our 
cars were still in the parking lot. Caroline’s 





becoming translators for the Finnish 
government. 

The final two days of the trail saw the 
mandatory rain falling. The penultimate day 
was cold and wet, and so nobody topped until 
we reached the warmth of the hut. On reaching 
the hut, we were welcomed by a variety of 
clothing items and wet boots filling a very 
smoky fire shed. Because we had finished the 
days hike before lunch, the rest of the day was 
spent eating, sleeping, talking and keeping 
warm. Even on this cold day a number of 
people made use of the cold showers that were 
provided at each of the huts. 


passion wagon took some persuasion to get 
going again, but we were soon on the road 
back to Nature’s Valley. Gavin could not resist 
the temptation of driving past the highest 
bungee jump in the world, so we all stopped to 
watch him commit himself to gravity. The size 
of the Bloukrans Bungee (212m) was 
spectacular and mind-blowing, but was small 
in comparison to the smile on Gav’s face when 
he was returned to terra firma. 

We returned to Nature’s Valley for a 
well-deserved and very necessary shower and 
a large lunch, before saying goodbye to 
Caroline, Luke and Bret. The remaining 
Trailists moved camp to Sarshen’s house at 
Keurboomstrand, which was the site of many 
interesting and weird body contortions, 
involving a broom and a matchbox. After we 

had successfully torn 
just about every muscle 
and Gavin had shown 
what true suppleness 
really was we headed 
into Plett for Cranzgot’s 
pizzas. After too much 
garlic we moved on to 
The Cave where met up 
with the UCT Choir 
tour and had a lekker jol. 

The following day 
we reluctantly packed 
up and left for Cape 
Town via the Pancake 
Place in Knysna. 
Dodging innumerable 
speed traps along the N2, with varying success, 
we all returned safely to the realities of Cape 
Town, and were back at Varsity a day later. 

What a great week!! 
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September 

Hoare Hut Trip 


Leader: Ianni Vamvadelis 
by Toni Watson 


Only sudden female impulse could inspire 
3 "rather" unfit girls to join a party going up to 
Hoare Hut. 

The stories that we had heard were pretty 
hairy ... "The hike was very steep", "There 
could be snow at the top", "You can't walk for 
a few days afterwards". That would have been 
enough to scare anyone off if we hadn't been 
so desperate to get away for a while. 

Not knowing what to expect, the drive 
there was filled with nervous chatting 
(punctuated by a surprise visit to see Dave 
Acott). On arrival at the base of this huge 
mountain (now that we could see it) we began 
to panic a bit. Emma had asked where the hut 
was , expecting to see it halfway up the 
mountain somewhere. The answer had been 
"See the top ? It's all the way up and over the 
other side!" 

We began the walk up to Base Hut feeling 
very apprehensive, and arrived at Base Hut 
feeling very hot and sweaty (already!), hearts 
pounding and legs a bit weak from the walk. 
Apparently this was NOTHING compared to 
the rest of the hike! Once we had psyched 
ourselves up we carried on "UP". It got 


steadily steeper and we got steadily more 
worried! 

OK, so we reached Little Agony in one 
piece, thinking this wasn't SOOO bad. Well, 
the rest of the "climb" up to Middle Hut 
presented itself with some amazing views that 
we stopped to inspect every 5 minutes! When 
we eventually reached Middle 
Hut and Middle Pool (where 
some crazy people, namely Oily 
and Mark, decided they would 
try out the "fresh" water), we 
were all ready for a break. 

With the Grassy Triangle 
still looming over our heads, we 
set of again in high spirits ... 
tagging along behind those that 
felt like racing up to the top (no 
names mentioned... Mark, 
Andrew, Oily !!!). Our next 
challenge was to scramble in 
imitation of unsteady rock 
rabbits up the Rocky Band. 

It was all worth the effort when we 
eventually reached Point High. The view was 
incredible and we felt as though we were on 
top of the world. At least now we had reached 
the "over" part of the "up and over" we had 
been told about! 

Finally we could go downhill to Pell's Hut 
(the answer to the question "Where do we go 
now?" is no longer "up"!) and on to the long 
awaited Hoare Hut! 

To round off the day we walked up to the 
peak to watch the most amazing sunset... 
Together with a bottle of port and all-round 
back massages, it made a perfect sundowners! 
(We had initially been very worried about the 
bottle of port as Mark Johnston had it in his 
possession and he, being the ever-adventurous 
type, had scrambled off to the next slope to 
find some more snow. He was forgiven when 
he brought back huge icicles that we 
proceeded to "smoke"!!) 

The evening was perfect with Ianni's 
divine pasta followed by another massage 
session and plenty of chocolate!! (All by 
candlelight!!!) I think the best part of the 
evening was the company we were in. The 
jokes flying around made it very enjoyable and 
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we all eventually crashed from pure 
exhaustion. 

The next morning was beautiful, now that 
we weren’t too tired to inspect our 
surroundings. Breakfast on the rock outside 
was followed by a walk up to the slabs before 
we decided to depart again. It was awe¬ 
inspiring to be sitting on the edge of an 800m 
drop knowing what could happen if we put a 
foot wrong. 

We next decided to scope out Mammacos 
Hut. Well, SOMEONE had visited the snow 
again and decided the girls needed to be target 
practice for ice blocks!! It was all worth it 
though, just fun and games that proved how 
well we all got on as a group. 

We soon realized that the hike down was 
the reason we couldn’t walk for two days 
afterwards. I was very impressed with the 
entire Waaihoek area; one of the reasons I 
really enjoy living in Cape Town. 

A huge “Thank-You” goes out to all the 
guys who coaxed us (Toni, Jo and Emma) up 
the mountain ... Ianni, Mark, Oily and 
Andrew ... For our first ascent it was a 
memorable experience (WOW describes it 
best!). 


It’s one of those things that I will never 
forget and am very keen to do again sometime. 
Somehow the muscle pain is completely 
forgotten and only the memory of the 
spectacular atmosphere remains. 

Thanks again guys. 
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September 

Towerkop Tails 

[TALES] 


by Ross McDonald 

After about 4 !4 hours sleep and several 
assorted drinks the night before I was really 
keen to do some climbing. Hard climbing. 

And lots of it. 

We couldn’t find the mountain. After 
leaving Cape Town.at six in the morning and 
fairly racing through the Tunnel, slipping 
sedately through Worcester and then burning 
rubber through the Klein Karoo towns of 
Ashton, Montagu and Ladismith we couldn’t 
find the mountain. Then we realised we 
couldn’t find it because we couldn’t see it and 
we couldn’t see it due to the fact that it was 
covered in cloud. There was lots of um-ing 
and ah-ing and much debating of the merits of 
bolted climbing in Montagu over the lure of 
the unknown treasures of Towerkop. But like 
the hardcore people we were we decided to go 
for the top. 

We left our 
cars at the end of a 
twisty-turny gravel 
road and threw as 
much unnecessary 
gear into our packs 
as possible. 

Staggering 
enthusiastically 
under the towering 
loads, the 
beaconed path was 
missed totally and 
much fun was had by all negotiating with Bob 
Dwire, a curse to all proponents of straight- 
line-shortest-distance travel. Once an amicable 
agreement had been reached the path was 
found lurking shyly on the side of the opposite 
hill. After coaxing it free from the bushes, the 
path quite happily lead our protesting bodies 
back into them, through them, under them, 
between them. The path positively 
effervesced in its new-found freedom and its 


quest for new heights of pleasure knew no 
bounds. Up and up it went, over spur and 
down ravine, often in totally the wrong 
direction but always steeply. 

Eventually the path tired of its occupants 
and spat them off next to the Towerkop 
equivalent of Middle Hut. Glad to be free of 
its exhausting clutches we celebrated with a 
sip of water and a peanut. While lifting my 
head to partake of the life-giving elixir, I spied 
a looming bastion, tiered into the clouds. 
Towerkop had lifted its skirt and gave us a 
glimpse of its wares. We liked what we saw 
and with beating heart and thrusting hips we 
again set out towards our elusive goal. 

Obviously we had not paid the path 
enough attention and it was pissed off because 
we couldn’t find it again. But like the 
hardcore people we were, we decided to forge 
our own way through the impenetrable ankle- 
high vegetation. Choosing the line of least 
resistance was not an option as the lure of the 
treats up above demanded bold tactics and a 
straight-line approach was adopted. 

Sitting in the cave that was perched 10m 
up the cliff face, the six-hour ascent looked 

every bit as bad as 
it had been. Our 
home for the next 
few days was south 
facing at 2000m 
altitude, had several 
strategically placed 
drips with several 
equally strategically 
placed containers 
underneath them 
and had very 
effective 
refrigeration 
properties. ‘Climate and environment dictates 
nothing in such situations - fashion is 
everything’. In efforts to outdo each other, as 
many clothes as possible were donned, 
producing layered, padded and michelin 
results. My toothpaste froze. The coldest, 
wettest route was chosen as the warm up climb 
for the day. The original route up the peak, 
Londt's route [F2], was first climbed by Londt 
in a pair of socks. The climb is never in the 
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sun, has a perpetual drip running down it and 
is frightfully scary and sustained. But like the 
hardcore people we were, we climbed the 
route and found that we had entered a state of 
temporarily suspended animation and were 
excellent candidates for cryogenic 
experiments. 

The summit was one 
of the best I have ever 
been privileged to be on. 

It is littered with the 
debris of hundreds of 
previous ascents - funny 
little piles of stones 
everywhere - and there is 
a sheer drop of definite 
terminal height on all 
sides. My stomach 
expressed a strong desire 
to slide over the edge but I 
persuaded it that lunch was a better option. 

After the promised lunch an attempt on 
the Eastern Summit was launched. Another 
classic line, 
the ‘D’ 
pitches to 
the summit 
stay well 
within the 
confines of 
a loose and 
grotty fault, 
full of 
prickly 
vegetation 
and crumbling handholds. The Eastern 
Summit was just as spectacular as the Western, 
a mere 1 Om away on the other side of an 80m 
chasm. A celebratory bottle of sparkling wine 
was offered as a toast to the setting sun, 
praising its generosity in allowing us a few 
degrees of much needed warmth. 

Meanwhile, unnoticed atmospheric 
phenomena had stealthily moved in from the 
west, insidiously devouring everything in their 
path. The way these phenomena consume 
their prey is fascinating to watch and 
experience. First the sun is gently pushed out 
of the way and the temperature of the object 
about to be consumed slowly lowered. Then 


the object is carefully moistened prior to 
swallowing, possibly to aid peristalsis. Then, 
in an instant, the selected object is gone. The 
insides of such beings are remarkably quiet 
and only in the glow of torchlight are the 
internal workings visible. In an attempt to 

escape the 
maw of the 
icy beast 
we all took 
a crash 
course in 
scree 
running 
and were 
soon 

glissading 
down a 
steep talus 
slope 

between the twin peaks of Towerkop. The 
beast, which we named ‘Cloud’, anticipated our 
every move and followed us down to the cave. 

Such an air of indolence and 
lethargy had pervaded our group 
during the night that it could only 
be corrected by a healthy dose of 
sunlight. The third and final 
summit was thus stormed and 
claimed in an effort to drive the 
cold from the veins and to prepare 
the mind and body for the coming 
descent from endeavour and 
extremes to fame and fortune, 
glory and glamour, and a hot bath. On the way 
down the path again showed itself however, this 
time in a completely different place. Minds 
stoned on fresh air, mountain water and 
overloaded visual stimulus allowed the walk 
down to pass in a blur of burnt proteas, grey 
rocks and hazy horizons. Arriving at the cars 
brought us down from our high with a bump as 
our packs lift the ground. Three days of dirt and 
sweat had combined to produce a heady odour 
but like the hardcore people we were, we fought 
through it to the aerosol can and nasal bliss. 

Stereos blared, engines rumbled and the hot 
baths in Montagu beckoned like you know 
what... 
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September 

Bailey’s Peak 


Leader: Alan Matthews 
by Alan Matthews 

On the first weekend of last quarter nine 
of us hiked this excellent peak in the 
Limietberge. Those of you who have stood 
on the top will know the soaring views it 
offers in every direction. 

We were supposed to leave Cape Town 
at 6:30, but were a little delayed. The plan 
was to rendezvous at the fountain on the 
road through Wellington. Some astute civil 
servant had, however, turned the fountain off 
to save water, so it took a while for everyone 
to get together. 

Once reunited we headed up Bain’s 
Kloof, and, after pulling off a spectacular 
overtaking maneouvre, I led the convoy into 
the parking area. 

The hike itself starts after a short walk 
to the camp. You climb a steep path up onto 
the ridge, and then traverse below the ridge 
for a while, before slogging up a very 
deceptive slope to a nek just below the peak. 
The peak itself is 1515m high, about 1200m 
above the starting point. 

It was a very hot day, with little or no 
breeze to keep us cool. The vegetation was 
rough, especially on the traverse, and the 
terrain was inhospitable, the conditions 
harsh, morale was waning, the situation 
called for strong leadership... but we got up 
anyway, with a few accidents. The first 
casualties were Martin’s shorts, which had to 
be amputated above the knee. Then Christian 
slipped and hurt his leg, luckily Martin had 
put his knife away. 

By the time we reached the nek, some of 
the group were very tired and collapsed on 
the grass. I decided it would be in the best 
interests of the group if I stayed behind to 
check on them, at least for a while. 

When we reached the summit Clyde had 
already fired up his stove and was cooking 
away. The view was so impressive that we 


had to lie down for a bit. It was unanimously 
agreed that the walk was worth it, and that 
the panorama was breathtaking. With closed 
eyes we observed a half-hour’s silence to 
commemorate the achievement. Snoring 
distracted me. 

This was followed by a group portrait 
session that is impossible to recount, but 
consisted of three self-timed cameras all 
activated simultaneously, and Ben’s 
exhibition of the 35 meter hurdles style that 
almost got him to the Commonwealth 
Games. 

The trip was also supposed to be a 
reptile observing activity. The MCSA, to 
whom the land belongs, are trying to 
catalogue all the resident species. Martin has 
a keen interest in this field and as we 
descended back to the nek, he noticed a large 
Cape Crag Lizard, which he managed to 
catch and show us. It was a very impressive 
display, and even his shorts tried to pull 
themselves together for the occasion. 
Michelle left pretty quickly, in case the 
lizard came back with its friends. 

The route down was slightly different, 
sticking to the top of the ridge for most of 
the way, before descending steeply to the 
camp. For most of the descent we were 
flanked by a striking view of UCT’s own 
Zuurberg property. 

We ended off with a compulsory swim 
in the river which separated the men from 
the... , well, from the women, although 
Chedial took some convincing. We also 
discovered that he had a vest on under his T- 
shirt the whole day! 

The group was rejuvenated as the sweat 
and dust was washed off, leaving only the 
days memories and a few scratches. 
Hopefully the memories last longer. 

We soon parted ways and went off to 
Cape Town. It was a beautiful hike on a 
beautiful mountain, but as always, the 
experience of mountaineering is more than 
that. That rare blend of people, plants, sweat, 
rocks and laughter which make it just about 
the best way to spend a day. 

Thanks to all of you who came along - 
you guys were great. 
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September 

Orange Kloof 

The Charge of 
the Light Brigade: 


Leader: Oily Leinberger 
by Jocelyn Newmarch 

Group: Chris Read, Birgit Erni, Deane Hill, 
Susan Pike, Shirley Sadler, Jocelyn 
Newmarch, Kevin lies, Sven Dorschner, Oily 
Leinberger 


A group of eight gullible university 
students were cruelly duped by Oily into 
waking up at an obscenely early hour of the 
morning and (implausible to say the least) 
accepting his dubious credentials in leading a 
strenuous hike around the treacherous Orange 
Kloof. 

— Sorry, editorial censorship has forced 
me to start again! — 

Eight eager young beavers bounced out of 
bed on Monday morning, bright 'n early and 
ready to greet the happy morn by enjoying a 
gentle stroll around the picturesque Orange 
Kloof, in the upper reaches of the Hout Bay 
valley, under the responsible yet daring(!) 
guidance of Oily Leinberger. 


Stunning weather and fabulous flowers 
greeted us and we soon forgave Oily for 
waking us up so early. (We're not sure 
whether he's forgiven us yet for passing by 
several would-be tea spots and totally missing 
his too-subtle hints about "tea" and "gosh, this 
is a lovely spot, guys".) We went in for a spot 
of kloofmg up some stream with lots of lovely 
brown pools in green cathedral-like settings. 
Dean and Oily swam for about ten seconds in 
the icy water while the rest of us chickens sat 
on the rocks and Kevin took lots of photos. 

Due to an unexpected turn of events, the 
group was given the chance to test our 
navigation skills (99% flunked out). Despite 

our intrepid leader 
assuring us all that he 
was familiar with the 
route, we missed our 
turnoff and went up 
and down the same 
stretch of track three 
times before Oily 
redeemed himself by 
finding the "path" 
leading down into the 
valley (which had 
been cunningly 
camouflaged so that 
in times of crises, 
courageous explorers 
would be able to 
duck down it and 
lose the marauding 
elephant/hippo/leopard etc.). 

All in all, a lovely day, with a lovely walk 
and lovely people to share it with! 
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October 

The First Annual 
Waaihoek Race 


Organiser: Graham Shillington 
by Steve Hancock 

For many years there have 
been stories floating around about 
the fastest time for the Waaihoek 
ascent. Many of these stories 
were difficult to believe, and it 
was time to sort this out once and 
for all. And so the Annual 
Waaihoek Race was born. 

The idea being that this race 
should be held officially every 
year and that people going up for 
a weekend trip any time during the 
year should be able to gauge their 
own level of fitness by the official 
record time. To do this the race 
had to simulate normal Waaihoek 
ascent conditions. It was therefore 
decided that the race should be 
held during the day and each 
competitor should carry a pack of 
15% of his or her body weight. 

The start would be staggered to prevent pace 
setting and unnecessary tactics. 

At 3:00 on Saturday afternoon the 10 
competitors all arrived at the Waaihoek parking 
lot ready to race. The packs were weighed and 
various amounts of booze were added to the 
underweight packs. The mood was relatively 
jovial among the competitors. However one 
could sense some of the tension... And I may 
be mistaken but I do believe there was a bit of a 
competitive spirit brewing amongst some of the 
competitors. The weather had produced a 
perfect day despite the heat and the mountain 
had its usual inviting aura. 

Most of the competitors started at a 
running pace, which only lasted to the first bend 
in the road at which point they realised “you 
can’t run up Waaihoek with a lOKg pack!” 

The pace was however very fast as Ianni 


(The Man) Vamvadelis powered his way past 
the three okes who had started before him. 
Mark and Franscois were also setting a 
blistering pace. However, they would have to 
put in an enormous effort if they were to 
match Ianni’s pace. 

Dave and Jeremy were waiting at Middle 
Hut to take the split times as well as to capture 
the suffering expressions on film. Ianni was 
the fastest to Middle Hut with a time of 40min 

37sec, 
followed by 
Franscois 
3min 22sec 
later. The 
second half 
from middle 
hut to Hoare 
Hut saw Ianni 
still leading 
with the 
fastest pace. 
Franscois did 
however 
manage to 
reduce the rate 
at which Ianni 
was pulling 
away by only 
taking lmin 
20sec longer 

for the second half. 

Ianni was the first competitor at the hut 
with a total time of lhr 15min 51 sec followed 
by Franscois 4min 43sec later and Mark 1 lmin 
2sec later. The first four competitors were all 
within 16min of each other, which made for a 
really exciting and competitive race. Well 
done to Ianni for that superb effort and to all 
the competitors for a really cool competition. 
See the table of results for a detailed race 
breakdown. Despite the pain all the competitors 
agreed that it was a very enjoyable race! 

Once the racing was over it was time to 
relax and contemplate existence in one of the 
most beautiful settings... and we did it in true 
Hoare Hut fashion... booze, pasta, chocolate and 
silly jokes. Thanks to Graham (The M.F.) for all 
his organisation, it was truly a superb event and 
will most certainly be held again next year. 
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Competitor 

Elapsed Time to 
Middle Hut 

Position at 
Middle Hut 

Middle Hut to 
Hoare Hut 

Total Elapsed 
Time 

Final Position 

Ianni Vamvadelis 

0:40:37 

i 

0:35:14 

1:15:51 

i 

Franscois Vuille 

0:43:59 

2 

0:36:35 

1:20:34 

2 

Mark Johnston 

0:46:28 

3 

0:40:25 

1:26:53 

3 

Steve Hancock 

0:49:29 

4 

0:42:30 

1:31:59 

4 

Oily Leinberger 

0:52:33 

5 

0:49:08 

1:41:41 

5 

Graham Shillington 

0:54:34 

6 

0:47:07 

1:41:41 

5 

Steve Bretherick 

0:56:04 

7 

1:02:51 

1:58:55 

6 

Adriano lorio 

1:11:19 

9 

1:01:56 

2:13:15 

7 

Alan Matthews 

1:09:16 

8 

1:23:47 

2:33:03 

8 

Gavin Greenwood 

1:28:32 

10 

1:23:28 

2:52:00 

9 


Insight 

Don’t let them call 
you ‘Chick’! 

by Alex Brooke 

This is written specifically for new 
members of the MSC and those who’ve joined 
previously but, well, never really got further 
than that first hike (if it was ever achieved). 

This is for those just a tad intimidated by 
the image of a whole horde of (obviously 
male) psycho masochists, charging along 
mountain paths at illegal speeds, muscles 
pumping ... or alternatively those who cringe 
at the thought of said ‘Energiser Bunnies from 
Hell’ champing at the bit, while you hold them 
up struggling with your waist buckle-thing, 
and for the rest of the hike while you do your 
fantastically realistic impression of a snail on 
its last legs.(?) 

Well, reality check : you can get involved, 
get on the mountain, do cool hikes. There are 
some hardcore club hikers who do hardcore 
stuff on hardcore mountains, but the above 
situations can be avoided by careful hike 
selection. And besides, the hike leaders are 
really cool, patient (an important discovery 
for me) and keen to share the mountain-thing 
with everyone. Totally uncritical and un- 
impatient! 

Don’t be like yours truly, waiting for the 
hikes led by girls (much more rational 
creatures, with no senseless need to rush ...) - 
you miss out on so many amazing hikes. So 


anyway, I eventually threw caution to the 
wind, tried some hikes ... and had a blast! 
(Experienced the hut in the snow, nogal /) 

Basically, what I’m trying to say is : 
Don’t be shy, hang back. Get out there, 
experience this great side of South Africa. 
How else do you get to meet so many legends 
with whacky senses of humour in such unique 
settings? 

P.S. For the girls : Stock up on anti-male 
jokes to counter the barrage of misoganistic 
jokes that will undoubtedly be hurled at you! 

And DON’T let them call you ‘Chick’!! 

Logbook Quote: [5 June] 

Alex Brooke : “Snow night ascent - 
freezing wet toes and hands ... for five and a 
half hours! Quite a remarkable first experience 
of Hoare Hut - and so worth it to be up here, 
with the fantastic, fresh (icy-cold) air and 
outstanding views ... Has to be the best loo in 
the country! Definitely want to come back if I 
can get my courage up; such original company 
and food is never quite so welcome! Now, 
unfortunately. I’ve got to put on my sodden 
boots again and face the city ... sigh ...” 

Words of encouragement from the 
plaque at Middle Hut: 

The way is long, and getting longer. 

The road goes uphill all the way. 

And even farther. 

I wish you luck. You’ll need it. 

The way is dark, and getting darker. 

The hut is high and even higher. 

I wish you luck. 

There is none. 


93 


























UCT MSC Journal ‘98 



94 




























UCT MSC Journal ‘98 


November 

Du Toit’s Peak 

VIA CURREY’S FRONTAL 
GRADE ‘D’ 


Leader: Carel Haumann 
by: Carel Haumann 

Group: Ianni Vamvadelis, James Cullis, 

Robert Gongholl, Aileen Anderson, Oily 
Leinberger, Gavin Greenwood, Axel Holscher 



Du Toit's Peak is a magnificent 
mountain. It has that special Drakensberg- 
type epic quality which guarantees those that 
climb it with having poignant emotional 
experiences. 

My encounters with Du Toit's Peak 
started in early 1993 when I climbed it via 
the marathon Yellowood Amphitheatre 'B' 

route with 
Ant Smith. It 
was during 
this time that 
the MSC 
started doing 
the 

Yellowood 
Amphitheatre 
route on an 
annual basis; 
initially with 
Axel 
Holscher 
leading it, to 
be replaced 
by Roger 
Diamond in 
1995 and 
David Acott 
taking the 
lead in 1996. 

During 
1994 and 
again in 1995 
I made two 
aborted attempts on the North West Frontal 
Route 'GT with Mattieu de Villiers, both 



times getting lost en route. In 1997 I 
returned with Jonathan Bamsteker and 
successfully climbed the 13 pitch North 
West Frontal route after spending some time 
viewing the route with a pair of binoculars 
from the base. The ascent was a profound 
experience. 

Unfortunately I underestimated the 
complexity of the descent via Currey's 
Frontal Ridge and we almost got benighted 
on the cold and lonely cliffs above the North 
West Wall. By some miracle we pulled 
through. Only a week after our ascent, as if 
not having had enough epic experiences, 
Jonathan returned with Jayson Orton and had 
a similar albeit worse descent which 
culminated in a 48 metre diagonal abseil into 
the darkness of night and the void below. 

It was with a sense of trepidation that I 
got myself ready for our MSC ascent via 
Currey's Route. I realised that, although I 
knew Du Toit's Peak very well, there was 
going to be a lot of route finding going on. 
The tiger was going to be hunting for us. 
Hopefully the group was strong enough to 
stomach the punch. I wasn’t disappointed. 

Ianni and Gavin made the incredible 
journey from Hoare to meet us at the Du 
Toit's Kloof MCSA hut at 5-30 am. Do your 
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’own calculations to grasp the hectic hours 
of the morning this entailed. At 6am we 
were off from the hotel. I won't bore you 
with details of the route; it's all in the topo. 
By 3pm we were on the glorious summit. 

Currey's Frontal Route is a long and 
hard day from Cape Town. In terms of a 
mountaineering experience, it is a superb 
route. It features scree slopes, knife-edges, 
exposed traverses, hard bouldery scramble 
pitches, indigenous forests and 
magnificent views. Unfortunately there is 
a fair amount of bush at the start in 
Leeuklippie Kloof. We only used a rope 
once, on an 8m D pitch near the summit 
(see topo). Half of the group soloed it in 
any event so a group with lots of rock 
experience could probably do the route 
without a rope at all. 

13 Hours after starting our route we 
were back at the base. Du Toit's Peak still 
stood there; proud and unchanged by our 
ascent or the passage of time. 
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January ’99 


The Witels 

Including Scorpion Peak 


Leader: Ol ly Leinberger 
by Oily Leinberger 

Group: Kevin lies, Alan Matthews, Sven 
Dorschner & Oily Leinberger 

Still in the process of remembering not to 
refer to this year as next 
year (having just 
celebrated New Year’s), 1 
caught myself dreaming 
of the magnificent Witels 
- in anticipation of the trip 
to come ... 

The next evening saw 
the four of us making our 
way to Hoare Hut 
accompanied by a fairly 
large fire in the distant 
Bain's Kloof area. This 
made for an impressive 
sunset over Cape Town. 

Once settled, the 
following day’s plans 
were discussed, and it was agreed to enter the 
Witels via Scorpion Peak, and across to the 
little-known Droo’s Pass - below the first 
swims. Sven had recently been forced to abort 
a previous Witels trip due to bad weather, and 
wanted to avoid the usual route down - which 
he now associated with a despondent, uphill 
backtrack through driving rain! Alan and I 
were keen to use an alternative route - A1 
being familiar with the area around Scorpion - 
while Kevin, on his first Witels trip, was 
happy to go with the group decision. 

We bagged Scorpion late next morning 
and lunched beside a trickle of water below the 
mighty Slabs. We continued down what 
started out as a gentle valley in pursuit of a 
large Pine tree - Alan intent on doing it as 
much harm as possible. The valley got 
progressively steeper - eventually presenting 


us with no way down: a large waterfall/cliff 
blocked our path! 

Contemplating the apparently inevitable 
walk back up the valley, we were most 
grateful when Al, having volunteered to scout 
for a route up the side, found a way onto the 
ridge alongside. Once on top we were closer to 
Rapanzell Falls at the start of the Witels 
proper, and elected to traverse the rather 
overgrown scree slope banks above the river. 

A great view and some semi-scratched shins 
later, we’d found a way down to the magical 
water right at the exit to the Tunnel Swim - 
and were safely at Camp Sandy by dusk. 



Able to leave our packs at the camp, we 
spent the next morning exploring the swims 
and upper reaches to Disa Falls in glorious 
weather. The rest of the trip saw overnight 
stops at the Alder Ring and Cave Camp - 
Camp Stony being occupied by fishermen 
from downstream. 

It was a great four day trip, exhibiting the 
full glory of the kloof at its best. It culminated 
with bumslides in 47 degree heat, and beers all 
round at the Mill & Oaks. 

Although an alternative to the established 
route, I recommend our trip as one to be 
repeated: Although the second day is tough, it 
gives a very different feeling of being ‘in’ the 
Hex (as opposed to the kloof). Importantly, the 
timing of the swims and placement of 
campsites works out superbly. 

In essence, a most worthwhile hike! 
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by Kevin lies 
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LEAF 

‘LOGBOOK QUOTES’ 
[17/5/98] 

Nthabiseng (LEAF student): “Hey! It 
was tough to come up here, but I must tell you, 
there is no place that is so beautiful like 


this one - everything is perfect. It is nice to 
be around the mountains and feel the air from 
the plants. I never thought that one day I 
could spend one of my nights around the 
mountain. 

Guys, I felt like I’m in the restaurant by 
the time I take my supper. I’ve never ever 
tasted a dish like that one. I don’t mind to 



come here again 
or live here!” 


Thambo 
Moti (LEAF 
student): “I 
would like to 
thank [for] this 
opportunity of 
coming to the 
hut. It’s a very 
cool place to be 
on mountains.” 


Rinky 

Vamvadelis: 

“Suffice to say 
that this trip was 
magic (twinkle - 
twinkle). I think 
my group’s 
comments say it 
all! Good to 
bring an 
enthusiastic, 
helpful group 
here and in great 
weather nogal! 
Superb sunrise 
and sunset — 
someone up 
there is taking 
care of us. ‘Till 
next time ... 
much love, and 
pray for snow! 

P.S. ‘In the 
midst of 
difficulty lies 
opportunity’ - 
Albert Einstein. 
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CLOUDS 

By W. S. BOARD 

Reflections during a storm in the 
northern Cedarberg 

“The sky is the best canvas, 
and nature the best artist” 


of the canvas that is the sky - 
The dynamic unpredictability of life. 

In the distance 

the golden orb of the sun sinks lower, 

eccentric artistic flair forms 

flicks, wisps 

that streak across the sky 

as the eagles marvel 

in flights of effortless acrobatics - 

The dynamic splendour of life. 

More and more clouds 
gather together 

to celebrate the forces of nature, 
the suspended snowcapped mountains 
float buoyantly to the south-east 
before the driving rain of the storm 
lashes down drops of life 
from a grim grey sky - 
The dynamic moods of life. 

Oh, if only more could see, 
experience and feel the dynamism of life, 
energy, unpredictability, 
splendour and moods, 
and live life as life, 

would they then gain the true sought after one - 
The dynamic love of life. 

All of these emotions and many more 
are locked away inside us 
in cell blocks especially reinforced to society’s 
norms, 

the key is there, obvious for all who want to be 
free - 

The dynamic portrait of the sky. 


The twisting 
tornado-like clouds 
soar high above the landscape, 
a pair of black eagles, 
superimposed, 

reach upward on the thermals of 
life - 

The dynamic energy of life. 

Below, the many rocks 
and pinnacles stand as silent 
spectators, 

over-awed by the turbulent, 

unpredictable, 

and ever-changing grandeur 
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OUTDOOR 


WAREHOUSE 


WE OFFER 

RAMBLERS • CAMPERS 
ROCKCLIMBERS • HIKERS 

THE MOST 

COMPREHENSIVE RANGE OF 
SPECIALIST EQUIPMENT 
AND ALL UNDER ONE ROOF ! 


-N 

RAGLAN STREET, OAKDALE, BELLVILLE 
OFF N1 (BEHIND SHOE CITY) 

TEL : 9486221 

v. 



UDMS 



OTA 

INDUSTRIES 


SUNSEEKER 


CLIMBING EQUIPMENT 

The largest selection in Cape Town 

HIKING & TREKKING EQUIPMENT 

The best of local and 
^ imported gear 

m SOUND ADVICE 

■ We practice what we preach 

A QUALITY TUITION 

^ Rock climbing & mountain 
leadership courses. 
MCSA syllabus 

BOLTING 

HILTI DRILL FOR HIRE 
all accessories 
available 

BEST PRICES 

-guaranteed! 


BLAQK DIAMOND 


MAIL ORDER 
AVAILABLE 


first 

Ascent 


simond 


CHAMONIX - FFIANCE 


yjpacKer 

boreciL. 


3 BOWWOOD RD • CLAREMONT • CAPE TOWN 
TEL (021) 619673 OR 619679 FAX (021) 619733 


WE OFFER MORE...! 











































